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Hap none of theſe trifles MPR | 


they would not now probably be expoſed to the 
public eye. But the Author naturally wiſhed 


to give more correctly, what was before inju - 


diciouſly and haſtily publiſhed, and disfigured 
by numerous imperfections. The part he al- 
ludes to are the SONNETS. That the tedious 
ſameneſs of theſe might, if poſſible, be re- 
lie ved, he has taken the opportunity of uniting 
with them other pieces of various kinds; 


which, like them, vith ſome few exceptions, 


vere the caſual and unambitious amuſements 


of his early youth. Indeed, he was always 
too conſcious of his inability as a poet, to 


ſuffer employments of this kind to occupy 
more than a ſmall proportion of his time. 


He is fully ſenſible, that he cannot ſtand the 


teſt of ſeverer criticiſm ; nor could he in 


his 
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his moſt fanguine moments afpire to any 
higher merit than that of elegant trifling, 
which, for his own part, he is neither ſo ſe- 
rious nor ſo fupercilious as to deſpiſe. If, 
amid the many imperfections of this little 
work, ſome few parts ſhall be found, that 
can ſerve to amuſe à void and coumleſs hour, 
his utmoſt hopes will be ſatisfied, _ £F} 
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ON 


1 


ROCHE ROCK, IN CORNWALL. 


To yon huge rock, that age and ſtorm defies, 
As o'er Cornubia's heathy back they haſte, 

Admiring wand'rers turn with curious eyes, 

And mark its bulk amid the frowning waſte. 


High on its beetling top, with weeds O'ergrown, 

His cold damp cell a Hermit rais'd in air, 

His drink the ſpring, his bed the naked ſtone, 
And gave his years to, penange and to pray'r. 


There to his void and aching ſoul confin'd, 
He liſten'd to the ſea-bird's piercing cries, 
The tide's wild roaring, and the wrecking wind, 
And watch dthe ſun's ſlow journey. chro' the ſkies. 
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The wakeful mem'ry of life's chearful ſtage 
Oft chill'd religion's faint and dying flame; 
Ev'n as he trac'd the legend's pictur'd page, 
| To ſteal his thoughts from Heav'n the tempter 
Came. 


Still mid the loneſome wild, whence pleaſures fly, 


Imperious nature's cries the heart alarm, 


Warm recollection pours the deep- felt ſigh, 
And life's ſweet charities ev'n there muſt charm. 


Alike from virtue and from vice he fled, 
Loft, to the world as in the ſilent grave, 
Save when his needy hand a bit of bread, 


A cup. of water to the pilgrim gave. 


Did Heav'n, in kind regard to feeble man, 


Pour down his various. bounties from above, 
And give, to chear his ſhort and mingled ſpan, 
The ſweets of Ca a. and the joys of love; | 


That he, a BY, to voluntary woe, 
Mid cold auſterities ſhould drag his life, 5 


Turn ſullen from the plenteous feaſt, nor know 
Th' endearing names of children, father, wife ? 


Yet ſtupid * Doe has i in ev'ry clime 

Her dark- ey d vot'ries far from nature led; 

Taught them to mount the column's height ſublime, 
And to fierce ſuns expoſe the throbbing head ; 
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Whole years to fit unmov'd, to bend oppreſt 
Beneath the maſſy collar's iron load; 

'To pine with abſtinence and pale unreſt, 
And barefoot tread the deſert's length'ning road, 


S 


As ſullen Superſition veil'd their eyes, 


They felt not, knew not God's all-bounteousplan, 
Who, binding all his works by mutual ties, 
Made man the brother and the friend of man. 


Religion mild and merciful he gave, 5 
To be his ſolace in a world of pain, 


From dark deſpair and grov'ling vice to ſave, | 


The prop of ſocial virtue, not the bane: 


That urg'd by ſympathy and glowing zeal, 
To all mankind he might his love impart; 
Partake their joys, and for their ſorrows feel, 
And drive each ſelfiſh paſſion from his heart. 
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TO SPRING. | ; 


* 


Srxixc, how delighted in life's early dawn 


And mark d each op'ning flow'r of freſheft hue, 
That drinks the genial rain or morning dew! 


How pleas'd beneath the noontide's ſilent ſky 


I heard the feeble lamb's repeated cry, 
While the fond mother anxious ceas'd to feed, 
And watch'd' my earelefs footſteps o'er the mead ! 


How pleas'd the catmand ſun- warm lane I trac'd, 


Its ſides once more with cheering verdure grac'd, 
Where mid the varied moſs, untaught and wild, 
The violet fweet and golden lily fmir'd, 


The fnow-drop meek, in virgin white array'd, 


And primrofe, tenant of the pathleſs ſhade! 

How pleas'd I wander'd o'er the landſcape ſtill, 
When dark'ning ſhadows wrapt the weſtern hill, 
While on the eaſtern ſlope's contraſted ſide | 

By ſlow degrees the beam of ev'ning died ; 

What time 'mid ſwimming miſts the duſky ſpire 

And groves and pleaſing dells from view retire ; 
When ſleep the fainting breezes on the ſhore, _ _. 


And the laſt tinkling ſheep-bell ſpeaks no-more ! 


- Spr1NG, thou return'ſt with all thy wonted grace, 
The woods re- echo to tły tuneful race, 


4584 

In ev'ry foreſt-walk and mead are feen _ 

Thy flow'ry chaplet and thy robe of green. 
Again, by many a fairy dream beguil'd, 

I ſeek the upland path or ſhaggy wild, 
And drink rich odours from the furze-elad ik 
That ſcents at intervals the luſcious gale, 
Or freſh ning fragrance of new-moiſten'd earth, 
When ſhoots the ſtrengthen d barley into birth, 
When cooling drops the thirſty gold-cup fill, 
And the lone fiſher ſeeks the mud-ftain'd rill. 
Or, far from vulgar cares, I trace the ſtream 
With dripping oars, that catch the noonday beam; 
While ſoothing bells in many a varied round 
Fling on the liquid tides their filver ſound, 

Nor, floating ſlow and careleſs, do I dread 

To caſt a backward view on moments fled; 
Whate'er of ſweet remembrance there appears, 
*Tis doubly pleaſing through the miſt of years. 
So when ſoft vapours, dimming mortal eyes, 
Make pale the cloudleſs blue of ſummer ſkies, 
"The blending groves, and hills of faded green, 
And dark-grey battlements more large are ſeen. 
If ought of mournful bleeding mem'ry find, 
»Tis not unwelcome to the muſing mind; 
While drops of milder melancholy born, 

Such as Reflection's drooping cheek adorn, 
From the moiſt- ſparkling eye unbidden flow, 
And all the boſom melts to ſofter woe. 
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| | : Thus unperceiv'd glides on the vacant day, 
or. And gradual ſteal the willow'd banks _ 


1 SPRING, thou return'ſt; but labour, care, and 

| pain N 
Might mar thy ſweets, and make thy coming vain: 

Vain is thy glad return to him, who bends 

Beneath hard penury, bereft of friends; 

And vain to him, who feeds the waſting fire 

Of dim-ey'd, hopeleſs, pining, wan deſire. 

The gloomy debtor's heart thou canſt not cheer ; 
Thou canſt not wipe the wretched widow's tear ; | 

; | Thou canſt not charm the tyrant, nor c6ntroul | 
i The buſy pangs, that rend his guilty ſoul; 

| if . And thoſe, who mourn oppreſſion's ſullen ſway, 

4 i With hearts unbeating view thy golden ray: 5 
Nor always gladden'd by thy foſt'ring care, 
Thy health-inſpiring ſuns, and balmy air, 
Does groaning Pain forſake his tedious bed, 

Or pining Sickneſs rear her drooping head. 
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1 Nor ſhine thy rapt'rous moments always fair 
Io him, who droops beneath no private care; 
Still ſhall the gen'rous breaſt its views extend, 
And ſhare the griefs of all, to all a friend. 
Dear to the virtuous ſoul is pity's tear, 
Beyond all ſenſual ſelfiſh pleaſure dear; 
Dear is the figh, to wailing Mis'ry paid, 
And ſweet the toil, that ſeeks the poor to aid; 


( mu ) 

Nor is there bliſs in all this ſcene below, 
Like his, who reſcues want or comforts woe, 
Still, as thy hours return, delightful Spring, 
Theſe mild emotions to my baſom bring ; 
The bliſs thy charms inſpire, chaſtis'd by theſe, 
Beyond all wild unmeaning joy ſhall pleaſe, 
So ſweeter than the fev'riſh glare of day. 
Is meek and penſive ev'ning's ſober ray, 
When the ſad bird begins to charm the vales, 
And earth revives beneath the cooling gales ; 
So, when its beauteous tints the rainbow rears, 
More freſh and green the moiſten'd ſoil appears; 
The ſhow'rs, in ſilence ſhed, expand the heart, 

And fragrance, peace, and hope to man impart, . 
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on 


THE DEATH OF e FRANKLIN, 


WHILE nations mourn the day 
When Franklin wing'd his way 


Far above earth's poor toils and Pg cares; 3 
Say, ſhall the plaintive lute, . 
When Freedom calls, be mute, I 
Nor flowly-ſolemn breathe its dirgeful airs? 
| B 4 
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The free- born ſons of verſe 
Still love to deck the hearſe, 
Where reſt the mighty guardians of meokladz 
Nor ſhall they, F RANKLINS fear, 
For thee a ſhrine to rear, 
And hail with incenſe due thy heav'n-taught 
mind. | 


The patriot, paſting by, 
Where thy cold aſhes lic, 
Shall fay, while manly tears bedew his lhcs ; ; 
<< There fleeps the fage in peace, 
«© Who bade oppreſſion ceaſe, 
„His * friend and friend of human 


By Truth and Virtue bleſt, 
Simplicity ſhall reſt | 
In ſorrowing ſilence o'er thy grave, and weep; 
And ſocial. Love with eyes, 
Where dews of pity riſe, 
Forlorn and ſad her vigils there ſhall keep. 


Science in accents ratld 

Shall praiſe her ſev'Fite child, 
 Whofe ſoaring wiſdem Resv'n's own fire edu, 

And Freedom there (hill Bend 

Her awful port, and fend 


Such genune Isle, a0 lf the wile and qi, 
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Let not with thee decay'd > 
Shall all her ſpirit fade; 
She moves impetuous as the While ind; 


She lifts her light ning ſpear, 
And bids the nations hear 


Her vote, nn Liberty or Death . 


S 


ON VISITING A FORMER PLACE OF 
RESIDENCE. | 


— — 


"THESE are the bow'rs and theſe the happy plains, 
Where erſt in life's enchanting morn I ſtray'd 
Where firſt my guiltleſs eyes, undimm'd by pains, 
The charms of nature with delight ſurvey d. 


Releas'd from. long anxiety and toil, | 
I joy to trace my early ſteps once more, 


And own, as I approach this much-lov'd ſoil, 


A bliſs reſembling what I felt of yore. 


Dear to my ſoul is all this varied St 5 


I know each ſpot, where'er my eyes I bend; 
Each. leafy wood, clear rill, and meadow green, 
All ſeem to groet me as a well-known friend. 
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How touching are they to my bleeding breaſt! 


For you, O pleaſing as my native bow'rs, 


My young and warm affections firſt poſſeſt, 


In you I paſt my pure and blameleſs hours. 


Ev'n mid your oak-ſpread vales my op'ning-mind 
Firſt felt its being, and with tranſport felt; 


There firſt to ev'ry ſofter thought reſigh'd, 


It learn'd with pity and with love to melt. 


But, O fair bow'rs, as I approach more near, 
What means this throbbing of my anxious heart? 
What means this ſigh? and whence his ſtealing 
tear? 
And why at once does all my bliſs depart? 


For yon low maſſy tow'r, long grey with hs | 
More cheerful look'd in life's freſh vernal day ; 


And gladder ſeem'd the ſimple bells, that chime 
With merry notes the fleeting hours away. 


9 


Ah! 'tis that thoſe fond looks, which came of old 


To welcome my approach, no more appear; 


*Tis that no eager parent I behold, 
Shedding mid joy a tender heartfelt tear. 


Juſt Heav'n! thy will be done—nor is it wiſe 
To loſe in vain regret life's fleeting day: 

Yet ſhall not wiſdom ſcorn thoſe grateful ſighs, 
Which tenderneſs and duty love to pay. 


U 
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3 


For me, who owe to nature and her ſweets 
My pureſt pleaſure in this mingled ſcene, 

Oft as I wander to theſe lov'd retreats, ( 
Smit with fond memory of what a 


And is no more, my foul muſt droop awhile; 


And with thoſe charms, which h could 
impart 
Of yore, my anxious thoughts I muſt * 
And ſeek not joy, but ſolace to my heart, 


AN INSCRIPTION, 


3 ; — — | 


Srrancer, whoe'er thou art, whoſe lonely feet 
Approach this peaceful grove at ev'ning hour; 
Ere yet thy footſteps mark the ſtill retreat, 
Where Truth and Freedom fix their holy bow'r z 


Say, didſt thou never, by corruption led; | 
To wealth, not worth, thy daſtard homage pay? 
Ne'er baſely triumph, while thy country bled, 

Or ſee unmov'd her liberties 8 


Say, didſt thou never titled vice admire, 
More than fall'n Virtue, ſtruggling with deſpair? 
If ſuch thy crimes; unhallow'd ſlave, retire; 
Go, where low ay'rice calls, and ſelfiſh care, 
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But if indignant thou canſt lift thy hand, 
When thy ſad country bleeding calls for aid; 
And, ruſhing foremoſt *mid the patriot band, 


Againſt her tyrants point thy vengeful blade; 


If thou canſt deem each worthy man thy friend, 
Whate'er his creed, his country, or his ſtate; 

If mean ſelf-int'reſt ne'er thy ſoul could bend, 
To flatter or to fear the vulgar great; 


Here reſt awhile, from grov'ling cares retir'd; 
And let ſuch viſions ſwell thy mighty heart, 
As godlike Hampden once and Sidney fir'd, 
And hence more virtuous, and more free depart. 


o REVISITING CORNWALL. 


— 
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1 


Tamas , again my feet explore 

The beauties of thy fruitful ſhore, 

Where thro” green vales, that bend from view, 
Thy ſtreams their winding courſe purſue; 
But chief, where bleak Dunheved rears 

His frowning turret, dark with years; 


| 
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Or where the rural Kenſey meets 
Thy waves, from Werrington's retreats; 
Fair ſpot! amid whoſe beechen bow'rs 

The bard might waſte his ſummer hours, 
| Well-pleas'd to mark the woods, that hide 
Its headlong ſlope's romantic fide, 
Its ſtream, whoſe murm'ring falls compole, 
As thro' the ſhady dell it flows, 
And Devon's hills, that, lifting high 
Their ſummits, meet the bending ſky. 


Cornwall, what ſoil, like thine, contains 
Of hoary age the wild remains! 
Lo! rudely pois'd in maſſy pride, 
The cromleh rears its ſummit wide, 
That on the moonlight wan has caft 
Its ſhade for length'ning ages paſt : 
And haply, where four lanes unite, - 
Some artlefs ſtone attracts the ſight, 
Where to the fwain at midnight drear 
The ſheeted goblins MN appeat: 
And many a hallow'd hill diſplays . 
The ſtony circle's myſtie ways; | 
But chief, old Carnbrè's folemin height; 
Where, clad in robes of pureſt white; 
Beneath the ſun's meridian pow'r, 
Or at midnight's awful hour, 
The Druid with myfterious roun& + 
Thrice trac's the conſecrated ground; 
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Now parted from its oaken ſhade 


The miſletoe with golden blade; 


Now fiercely graſp'd the. ruthleſs knife, 
To rob the captive foe of life; 

Or waited, when the ſnaky ball 

On the milk-white robe ſhould fall; 
Or ſage beheſts of import grave 


From the high Gorſeddau gave. 


Low- bending to the holy hand 
Of Virtue, ſee the Logan ſtand; 
But conſcious Guilt with touch profane 


Bids move the mighty maſs in vain, 


And neither ſtrength nor art are found, 


To wield it from its deſtin'd ground: 


With tales like theſe romantic age 
Has grac'd the legendary page. 


Nor would the muſing wand'rer ſcorn, 


Cheer'd by the wholeſome breeze of morn, 
To climb, where, near Columba's bow'rs, 
That ſhar'd my careleſs infant hours, 


Andinas lifts his barren head, 
With many a warlike trench o'erfpread. 
Fenc'd from the Britiſh chariot's ſweep, 
*Tis ſung, the Roman ſought. the ſteep, 
Or prowling Dane from regions cold 


His deadly banner here unzoll'd. 


(19) 
Hence the lone ſhepherd's eye commands 
Huge tracts of ſea and dreary lands, 
Save where low Mawgan's vale is ſeen, 

And thine, Columba,.clad in green. 

For ſcarce a tree the proſpe& cheers 
Where Roche his rugged ſummit rears; 
Fam'd rock! on whoſe o'erbeetling brow 
A Hermit paid his gloomy. vow ; 

There, far from life's endearing ſtage, 
Dragg'd out his lone and tedious age, 
And pois'd with fondly-pious. care 
His ſainted cell aloft in air. 


Nor leſs Tintaggel's ruin'd ſeat | 
Might ſtay the curious pilgrim's feet, - 
Scatter'd on the jutting mound, 

For mighty Arthur's birth renown'd, 
Where againſt the northern ſhore 
Beats the main with ceaſeleſs roar. 
Or Reſtormel's tow'rs, of old 
The ſeat of Corniſh princes bold, 
Whoſe orbed wall, now rent by age, 
Proclaims a moral to the ſage, 
Which kings and lords too oft deſpiſe, 
That ſoon all earthly grandeur dies. 


And cho thy land preſents to view 
Dark fields and hills of blaſted hue, _ 
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0 
Where, by the delving miner's care 


- Upturn'd, the earth no more is fair, 


Or ſcatter'd ſtones deform the ſoil, 
Unconſcious of the ploughman's toil ; 
Yet ſhall my artleſs numbers praiſe 


Thy ſhores, that face the noontide rays, 


here oft, like bounded lakes, are ſeen 
e waves inclos'd mid vallies green, 


And Fal unfolds his bay to view 


With cheering deeps of ſmiling blue. 
And well thy healthy ſons may boaſt 
The beauties of yon pleaſing conſt, 
From Marazion's healing breeze 

To where Penzance v'erlooks the fear; 
In whom the faded wretch, that pines 
With ling'ring atrophy, reclines, 
Content from Liſhoa's brighter dy 
And tepid gale awhrite to ſtay: 

Ev'n thou canſt bid the cheek reſume 
The tinge of health and beauty's bloom, 
To the ſunk eye recall its fie, 
And heave the breaft with new deſire, 
And to the anxious hwfband's arms 
Reſtore the bride in all her <harms. 


There, circled by the chafing tide, 
Appears the rock in caſtled pride, 
Amid the mooned bay, and rears 
Its air-built chapel, grey with years; 


— — 4 


„ 
While at its foet, expoſ d to ſtormm, R; 
His hut the 1 fiſher form. 
Ev'n thus a 1 poet hails 

Thy ſony hills and ſmiling vales, 

As wand'ring far with pilgrim feet, 

He longs his early haunts to greet, - 
And aſks for calm and bliſsful hours, 
Cornubia, mid his native bow rs. 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN AUTUMN. 
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THE gladſome hours are gone, and from the fields, 
Now mute and naked, cheerful Toit retires; 
The ſun far off a paler radiance yields, 
And darts more faint his horizontal fires. | 


Mark, how the thickets fade! whoſe pleaſing gloom 
No longer charms, whoſe muſic all is paſt; 

Prepar'd to ſhed their laſt autumnal bloom, 

And bare their foreheads to the wintry blaſt. 


To thoſe, who riot in the mad career 
Of wealth and luxury and idleneſs, | 
Whoſe ſouls ne'er felt, whoſe eyes ne'er ſhed a tear 
For worth forſaken, or for pale diſtreſs, 
e c 
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(22) 
No moral charm theſe penſive ſcenes impart; 
But they of ſofter mould, to nature true, 
Now own a kindly influence on the heart, 
And love ev'n * and 1 of ſadder hue.. 


Theſe teach, than hind bliſs my fifty die, 
_And Man return to night's unending ſhade; 

That ſome on ſorrow's dreary couch muſt lie, 
| And wait for peace a pityihg brother's aid; 


That, while thro' fortune's paths we jocund tend, 5 
'Tis ours each headlong paſſion to reſtrain, 
A heart too frail from vanity defend, 
And ſerious think on thoſe, who ſuffer pain. 
Thele too with tender thoughts awhile may charm - 
And wake the mem'ry of departed hours, 
That mid the wilds of life, beſet with harm 
And pain and ſorrow, ſmile like ſummer flow'rs; | 


Endear'd perhaps by thoſe, whoſe looks we lov dy 


Whoſe gentle voice was muſic to our ears, 
Now far away by fates unkind remov'd, 7 
Or gone, where love is vain, and vain our tears. 


Theſe too may ſpeak of early friendſhips flown, 
As thro' life's ever-changing paths we go, x 

Of blending hearts, eſtrang'd and careleſs grown, 

And beaming looks that now no longer glow. 


(03-2? 


Spring ſhall return, and theſe forſaken glades 
| | And faded hills and woods of foliage pale 
5 Again ſhall bloom, again the foreſt ſhades 
| Will charm, and birds the OO morning 
hail; 


But ne'er ſhall youth, nor youth's delights return, 
Nor youth's warm ſentiments, that love create, 
Bidding with ſtronger, purer flames to burn; 
nd, Nor thoſe we mourn eſcape the bonds of fate. 
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For glitt'ring pomp and wealth let mortals ſtrive, 


To | 
” For all that Nature gave, or Art has found; 

n. Direct to Heav'n the tortur'd waters drive, 

: And preſs with Grecian domes the lab . 
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Though $0 and honour walt on Clive's com- 


( 24 ) 


Let FER with gold their polish d tables alle. 
With Perſian tapeſtry their walls adorn; 

Let the lute's ſoothing ſound to fleep beguile, 
And trumpet's lordly clangor wake at morn: 

Yet can their eager toils no pleaſure gain, 

And poor 'mid all their pomp and wretched they 


1 emain . 
i 


* 


mand, ff. 
He ſighs for peace amid his ſplendid ſtate; | 
Againſt himſelf he arms his frantic hand, 
And ſeeks ſad refuge in a guilty fate. 


The cot has ev'ry bliſs the palace knows; 


The prince his ſceptre tires, his crook the ſwain; 
The wretch, whoſe ſoul with mad ambition glows, 
Imperial guards protect from care in vain. 
If peace and ſafe content his dwelling crown, 
Sleeps he with leſs repoſe, who knows no bed of 
down? 


Bleſt was that golden age, ſo ſweetly ſung, 
From hapleſs man too early ſnatch'd away; 
Not that with ceaſeleſs ſpring the world was young, 
And cutting blaſts ne'er made the flowers decay; 
Not that ſpontaneous roſe the yellow blade, 
And milk and honey flow'd from ey'ry rock, 
That mid the wolves the lamb fecurely ſtray d, 
And no gaunt lion ſcar'd the tender flock; 


( 25 ) 
But that by no unbounded wiſh poſſeſt, 


Man ſigh'd not yet for gold, nor nn abundance | 


TOs. 


Ye ſons of Nature! Kit with you Ws 
Thoſe goodly days; for mid your barren ſoil, 

Eſtrang d from tinſel vanity and pride, OI 
Want is your happineſs, your pleafure toil: 

Such fair effects to man does virtue bring; 


And' though in frozen clouds i rv thirſt” 105 


ae: EO 
Though tedious winters p de krroy Foitag, 
And chilling ſnows your valleys ne'er forſake; 
Yet does the ſavage clime your bliſs increaſe, 
While manners pure from guilt mark a n eg ors 
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Then praiſe high Heay' n, that to your land denied 
Riches, true ſource of ev'ry vice and 'ifl; 

While torments wait on luxury and pride, 7 

The heart of unaſpiring want is ſtill. 
Wood were her temples, pulſe her warrior's feaſt) 
When Rome from ev'ry war triumphant came; 
- At length when wholeſome moderation ceas'd, 
Weak was her arm, her glory but a name: 
While pure ſimplicity and temp'rance reign, 


Oh bleſs your happy lot, nor pant for curſe] gain 
oO - 


„ 


Though Nature ſpread with ſtones the barren land, 
The plough yet tames your ſoil, and harveſts 
grow; - "IP 
And mighty mountains, raiſ'd at her command, 

Protect you. ſtill from man, man's-herceſt foe. 


Milk is your food, pure rills your wholeſome draught, 


More ſweet than fev'riſh wine, thatglowsin gold; 
With crackling ice alone your hills are fraught, 
Mines, which Peru with envy might behold! 

Where Freedom reigns, ev'n labour is repoſe, 
Bare rocks are ſtrewn with flow'rs, and ſoft the 
| north- wind blows. 


O bleſt privation.« of defiryAive joysl - 
Wealth has no bliſs to want like yours unknown; ; 
No vain opinion e'er your peace deſtroys, 
But ſmiling concord marks you for her own. 
Pure are your pleaſures, unalloy'd with dread, 
For death, tho' life is ſweet, has no alarm; 
True Reaſon i is your guide, by Nature led, 
That ſeeks the needful, counts all elſe for harm: 
Whate'er ſublimer moraliſts command, 
Untaught in thee prevails, O artleſs, happy land. 


T'ennoble vice and lay poor virtue hows : 
Here pride no diff rence makes, confounding 
right ; 
No reſtleſs tedium bids your hours move flow, 
N marks your day, and peace your 
ight. 


(29) 


No wild ambition here the great o'erthrows, 
The morn ne'er riſes on a wretch amy 
Impartial liberty on all beſto ws 
With equal hand, contentment, toil, and reſt; 
And here no pining heart its fortune hates; 
You eat, you ſleep, you. love, and thank the boun- 
teous fates, 7 


Here Learning barters not her paper ſtore, 25 : 
Nor meaſures land and fea from pole to pole; | 

She chains not reaſon in ſcholaſtic: "Ore, 8 2240 
Nor teaches planets in their orb to co; 

Thy ſons, O Wiſdom, boaſt but little G00, 
They ſcan the world, yet to themſelves are bind; 

By them is pleaſure poiſon'd, not ſubdu'd, 7 
And life is dull to feelings too refin d. 

Here all live well, by ſimple Nature led; 

Alone the heart direets and not the ng; head. 
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VERSES ' TO LIBERTY, OccasIonED BY 
THE FRENCH H REVOLUTION. 


$43 & 294 


Where ladder; flows the —— —4 Seine, 
Thy radiant form haſt rear d; 

And, leaving to the ſtupid ſlaye 5 

The chains, which Gothic W gave, 
In amp grandeur haſt appear d! 


By all, who in thy cauſe have bled, 

Or {truck thy vanquiſh'd foes with dread, 

With ſhouts of triumph bleſt; 

By that brave pair, whoſe godlike deed 

From chains immortal Athens freed, 
Their ſwords in myrtle garlands dreſt; 


By him, who, fir'd with patriot zeal, | 
Lifting on high the vengeful ſtcel, 
Bade guilty Cæſar fall; 
Which fearleſs Virtue ſhall commend, 
Howe'er ſhe rue the murd'rous friend, 
_ Impell'd by her relentleſs call; 


= ( 29 ) 
By his great ſoul, diſdaining life, 
When hopeleſs in the ſacred RE: 
By Cato's willing ſtroke;  *' © 5 b 
By Orange, curſt Iberia's fo; 2007! 
And injur'd Tell's indignant bow, A-216q 25 
Which dark — 8 lerne! broke; | 


8 ** 
* «4 
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By Runnimede's thrice-hafl6w's plain as A: v8 
By worthleſs Stuart's'ſhort-liv'd reign, r 

Who fled o' erwhelm'd with en 42 71 T 
By Sidney's blood, ignobly ſhed, Mi 1 ff 
And awful arm the tyrant's dread; * | „Alt 1 
By Hampden's everlaſting e r 


By all the ſacred ties, that bind „ 
The freeborn children of mankind; © | 
By all, that's great and good: 
By trampled want's low-mutter'd moans, ; 
The worn-out ſlave's unpitied groans, 


I as fields 8 with guiltlefs blood; 


Fl 


By Virtue friendleſs and forlorn, ' ; 
 Mock'd by the pointing hand of ſcorn, 
: While Guilt and Falſehood rife; 
By hate of ſuperſtition's power, 
Before whoſe eyes, that abject lo wir, 
The gen'rous ſoul of manhood dies; LED 


(# ) 


By ev'ry ſorrow of the cell, 1 
Where Pray'r and faded Penance dwell, o 
Its doubts and looſe deſires, 501 v3 
Its ſtrong regrets, heart- aching reſt, 
The pale- cheek d virgin's love-ſick breaſt, 5 
Far- reaching thoughts, and hopcleſs fires, 


- 


1 


By the dark dungeon's lone complaint, 

Where, ſave his moan in echos faint, 
The captive hears no ſound; _ +, 

By the ſlow torture's ghaſtly fears, 

Its ſhrieks, its agonizipg tears, 
Its writhing limbs, and groans profound; 


By theſe, O UP CNY hear thy ſon, 


And let thoſe triumphs, nobly won, 
Still grace thy new retreat; 

And he, the ſacrilegious foe, 

Who 'gainſt thee aims the lawleſs blow, 
May he thy tenfold vengeance meet, 


But far, O far be from thy ſide 


Fierce Anarchy, her dagger dy'd | 

In blood of guiltleſs friends; 4 
And dark Proſcription, fiend abhorr'd, 
Whoſe ſavage unrelenting ſword 

O'er all, but chief the good, impends. 


(3 ) 
Bid cc * Horror ceaſe 


And in thy train let ſmiling Roms RITES 
And Order calm appear: el 
And Juſtice, Mercy's milder * 9112 bbq. 


That o'er her ſuff ring victim's fate, 
Recoiling, ſheds the pitying tear. PITT: 
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BY? * 


THY barten fides, Andinas; 4 1-ctimb, , 
My early walk, imbibing the pure breath 
Of mornin , friend to health and conſcious ' peace; 
Where on poetic thoughts I muſe, that charm FAY 
Sick memory, and Man's ſublimer views,” | 
From all life 8 little vanities rn. pol 


Bleak are thy ſlopes, and thy bare top * 
To nibbling flocks a ſcanty ſuſtenance, 
| That crop the pale graſs from thy ſtinted ſoil ; : 
Scarce. leſs renown'd than thoſe, which ſpread the 

rocks PEE 

Of Merioneth or * bleak; . 
Small, yet more grateful to the appetite, ig 
Than ſuch as paſture mid the lowland fens _ 
Of Lincolnſhire, or on the breezy downs 
Of Suſſex crop the wild-thyme J creeping, flow r. 


( 32 ) 

Thy deep-entrenched brow recalls the deeds 
Of elder times, when the uſurping ſons 
Of that fam'd city ſpread their havock wide, 
Bending beneath their yoke the diſtant worlds ; 
Yet 'mid the waſte of war'leaving , 
Civilization, and the arts of peace; 
Not ſo the plund'ring Dane, who unprepar > 
To delve the foſs, and form the ſhelt'ring camp, 
Haply in after-ages hither came, 
With. fell intent and ſavage luſt of prey, 
More barb'rous than thy rudely-painted tribes. 


There's ſcarce a ſpot in all this goodly world, 


But is a record of man's hate to man. 
Depopulation, tyranny, and blood, 

Are trac'd at ev'ry ſtep ; and this fair earth, 
With all things like a plenteous garden ſpread 
For man's indulgence, through its wide extent 
Has groan'd beneath the ſcourge of furious war. 


More fit art thou for ſhepherd innocence, 
And harmleſs revels, ſuch as in bleſt hour 


E'en I have ſhar'd, where yon fair tow' r adorns | 


My helpleſs infancy's too ſhort abode. 

For early did the hapleſs widow bear 

Her orphan charge, unconſcious of their loſs, 
To other lands, the laſt ſad duty paid 

To him, her hope, and ſtay, and better part, 


Snatch'd hence by death, ev'n In the luſty prime 


/ 


7 


633) 


Of manhood, bord' ring on the bloom of n 
Now in the pillar'd ile he ſleeps in peace, | 
A long long night, till that laſt dreadful morn 

Shall ſummon us to hola for our deeds. 


Theres to the 90 1 3 like a hn ee 
Lifts high above the bord' ring coaſt its maſs, ,- 
Of perpendicular waters, is the vale _ þ 
Bedeckt with ſmiling culture, hedges green, TY. 
Paſture and corn and wood and ruſtic barns. | ; 
And through its fruitful length winds a pure ſtream, 
That with its murmur and freſh ſmell doth cheer - 
The ſilent wand'rer in his evening walk. | 
There on ſome April day with: little ſkill, 
Nor heed I little ſkill in works like theſe, 

Have I afſuni'd'the fiſher's pliant rod, | 
Not giv'n to deeds of death, and then beſt pleas dd, 
When I behold God's innocent creatures free 
And happy; but ſtrong cuſtom oft' miſleads - - © | 
Th' unwary heart to what it leaſt affects. 
There's not a tyranny, however baſe,  ' - 
But man doth practiſe; the poor brute that a yields | 
To wants inperious his devoted breah, 
Pleading with piteous eye beneath the knife! uk 
Of his unfeeling murd'rer, oft is torn 

By pangs unneceſſary; and few are they, 
Who treat with kindneſs due the faithful phe 
That grudges not his utmoſt ſervices, 

To yu them pleaſure, bearing laviſh toil, 


( 34 ) 


Inſult, low-minded cruelty, and pain. 

But highly-favour'd man, in whoſe mild heart 
Soft Pity has plac'd her precious well of tears, 
To all the leſſer works of gracious Heav'n 

Is as a godhead viſible, to feed, 

Protect, and bleſs them, with paternal care. 
Yet at his ſight they flee, too oft deceiv'd, 

As from their tyrant, having no more faith 

In him, than he in his inſulted 'God ; 

Though much he prates of faith, bees - and hope, 


Religion, and a ſtate of recompence 


Hereafter, ſtate how terrible to him, 

If Heav'n ſhall vindicate, as reaſon tells, 
The wrongs inflicted on his creatures here. 
Towards the midday ſun how dark and brown 
And cheerleſs is the proſpe& ! yet it wakes 

To high and ſolemn thoughts, awfully drear, 
And almoſt deſolate; ſave here and there 

The ſons of nh toil with many a trench / 
Scar the disfigur'd earth, where'er the vein 

Of precious ore leads their uncertain way. 

Mid the bleak waſte all ſolitary ſtands - 

Yon hoary pile, the work of Nature rude; 

An inland rock, yet ſuch as 'round whoſe ſides, 


Rugged and black, the toſſing billows foam. 


There in the darkneſs wan of elder times 


The ſlave of Superſtition hung on high 


On the cold brow his penitential cell; 
For ſelfiſh ſelf-denial there renouncing 


\ 


1 


And idle day-dreams, all Life's ae Wg = 
Its joys, its ſocial duties, and its end, 
Thwarting with ſullen thoughts his Maler 8 plan 
There not the voice of friendſhip or of love 
He heard, but mid his faintly-mutter'd . 12 
The hollow wind, or ſea-bird's angry ſcream; - 
There ſaw he not the pure and innocent ſmile 
Of filial or connubial tenderneſs; _ 1 
But watch'd the flow and tedious ſun, or ſcowl'd 
A dark look on the uncomfortable waſte; 
His craz'd imagination fancying oft - — 
The God of love, the Father of his works, 
With wrath and aber hate and n and. 
Unchang d fs ages ow the fabric Pry : 
In ſtern defiance of the pelting ſtorm 
Amid the frowning heath. | Ev'n ſo unchang'd 3 
A good man braves the ſtorm of popular hate, 
That beats full hard upon him; though traduc'd, 
Ex pos d to inſult, vilify'd, and reft | 
Of all his coward friends, that baſely left him 
Ev'n in the hour of peril, firm he ſtands, 
Nor'ſwerves from duty's path, conſulting Rill 
His thankleſs perſecuting country's good, 
The friend of virtue, freedom, peace, and truth, 
More venerable and awful in diſtreſs. 


Athwart the proſpe& wide to either end 


Stretches the white and ſtony road, ſcarce cheer d 


By paſſengers. Alas! along that road, 


3 


Ev'n in the very op'ning bloom of life, 

Does many a pale maid go, for Liſboa's clime 
And healing airs, friendly to wan diſeaſe; x 
Go, haply, never to reviſit more. | 
Her dear paternal fields, or win the hearts 
Of young admirers ; doom'd to moulder far 
In the cold boſom of a foreign earth, | 
A foreign requiem chaunted o'er her bones. 
Perhaps her true-love, anxious for his charge, 
Conducts her o'er th' inhoſpitable deep, 
Pleading moſt earneſtly to higheſt Heav'n 

In her behalf; and, feeding on vain i” 
Hangs filent o'er her faſt decaying charms, 
Charms more endear'd and precious in decay. 


But truce to theſe ſad thoughts; they better ſuit 
The penſive ev'ning than the merry morn. _ 
Vet are not theſe, as ſome have falſely deem d, 
Bullen or dark, though clad in graver hu. 
Such harm not the mind's peace, with — i 


2 


But blending ſofter tin's, and proving oft | d 
| To gentler ſouls delicious extacy ; | | 
Such wean from thoughtleſs folly, mend the heart, | B 
And make us ſenſible to others woes. 
V 
"ih 
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REFLECTIONS IN NETLEY ABBEY. 


* * % =P . 


ALONE, 3 at 75 mild ſober hour, . 

When fading Autumn with his ſeaſon pale 
Has ting'd the woods, I ſeek the ruin d tow- r, 
And mould ng —_ that _ the _— dale.. 


Here ſad reflection to che eye recalls 
The ſpires commanding far the cheerful deeps; 
The fretted pinnacles, and window'd walls, 
Where now-the — ivy Creeps.” 2 55 


T "M al Hg views with Glent dread) oF 
As to the ſtony cell he bends his way: 25 
The broken roof ſuſpended « o'er his head, 
Where mingling ſhaftsand ſculptur'd arms decay. 


Nohall6w Abymn now founds, where. wildly frown 
With fragments rude. the deſert choir appears; 
But echoing loud amid the cloyſters lone | 

The daw' 8 hoarſe clamour meets my ſtartled ears: . 
Void i is * nich, whers eſt i in holy fate, 1 
Perhaps ſome Abbot's gorgeous image lay; 4 


- The ſlumb'ring brothers ſhare their ruler's fate, 


And not a ſtone records their uſeleſs day. 


{901 


Alas! whatc'er . or their crimes, 
'Tis all in blank oblivion buried deep; 
Nor did they ween, how little future times 
Would ſharetheir bliſs, or for their ſorrows weep. 


Por ev'n where droning Indolence repos'd, 

Some finer ſouls might ache with keen diſtreſs ; 
And haply many a wretch full willing clos'd 

His eyes, and ſhunn d' a life he could not bleſs- 


We ſome vot'ry ſad of feeling heart, 
As o'er the fading lawn he mus'd at eve, 

Anxious might ſee the paſſing ſail depart, 
And call to > mind a world he wept to leave. 


_ Ev'n then ſome tender maid he lov'd too well, 
And gave in thought th' endearing name of wife, 
Might make his bleeding heart with forrow ſwell, | 
And wif rue his cold unſocial life; ; 


Sad might he heave a deep-drawn ſigh 1 

And down his cheek a venial tear might fall, 
To think how calm, how bleſt his days had been 
With her, his boſom” $ joy, his 201 his all. | 


The bell 1 thro' Fo gloom of night, 
Might wakehisſoulto other thoughts than pray'r, 
And, while his voice perform d each ſolemn rite, 
His wand'ring heart might own a tend'rer care. 
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So from his native woodlarids torn away, 7 
The little ſongſter, conſcious of his pain, - 
Sits dull and drooping all the livelong, day, 
And _ no more, or "fings a ſadder firging 
While "IO his joylels 1 priſon he farveys, 7-7 
Flutt'ring with eager heart from ſide to tid * 
Earth's flow' ry mantle, and the budding ſprays, 
And hears in fancy ſtill his long-loſt bride. 


2 


LEY 7 
d * 4 _ 
* x 7Y 3 > OP ” 
r — ͥ ͤä—— 
N FR , 
- . 


NESCIO QUA. NATALE S0 bit voted 
DINE cUNCTos. 998 
DUCIT. 


73 * 


Ove. 
AE 
— 2 
* 8 


Ev N now Acaſto's cheek with care 
Did ſerious manhood trace; 3, 
When thro' his native valleys f fair 
He mov'd with ling ring pace : 


5 And, after many a year of toil. 


In climates far from. home, F 

He greeted thus the welkknown foil, PE no SAT 

Condemn'd once more to toan · cas waz bel.. 
N ER 


(8:4 5 


. Ts: * i. . 


« Fair hills and pleaſing vales,. the ſeat _ . = 5 
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Of peace and ſimple j joys, 1 po” 5 
That witheſs'd oft my wand'r ring feet, 5 
ny Apart' from vulgar noiſe ; 'SÞ ES 
| | Ye village ſpires, that from the ſhade | 
; | Of elms deep-rluſt ring riſe, _ By 1 ig 
\ | And thou, grey tow'r, ſo oft ſurvey'd 5 
| | With r eyes ; — 
Ml 
| Home of my youth! for thee my heart 
il Still beats with filial zeal; 
6 j No bliſs can other lands impart 
| Like that, which here | feel ; 
1 For here unknown no rivers wind, 
| No hills unknown aſcend;. 
4 In ev'ry lifeleſs thing I find 
0 A comforter and friend. 


n Lov'd IT ! ſtill ye bloom as gay 
if / As in my youthful dawn; 
Ye are hot chang'd; but where are they, | 


Wl. Who with me trod the lawn? ; 
Wl [i 
1 In all my early ſports who Join d, , 
.= Or riper pointed mild + 
| To virtue's paths, and Form'd* my mind. By 
2 1 , 74 CEE. wk; 
To 1 no vulgar child! 8 
„ : 0 oa 5 4 
Wh. No longer round the feſtive: pa” 12 ; = 
1 The wonted looks unite ene . 
i And many a part'ner of our mirth „„ 


No longer glads my ſight. 


"Fs >} 


-*Thoſe roofs, which ſhelter'd me of yore, 


Now hear the ſtranger's ſong, 


Who eyes me from the well-known door, 


And aſks who paſs'd' along. 


Ah me] too well the fate I know + 1 


Of thoſe my heart deplores ; 
Many te earn their bread foregg 
Their pleaſing native ſhores- 


Theſe may return; but ſome are laid, +. 


Beneath the church-yard green, 


And wrapt in death's unending ſhade  - 


No e ſhall be ſeen. ll 


Fair Fields! y cannot * me bleft, 5 


Whatever Fora appears; 

Ves, I can go. with tearleſs eyes; ; . | 
Farewell, ye groves and plains! 
Yet ah! my heart miſgiving ſighs, | 

That ſomething dear remains. 


Whate'er the cauſe, man Mill adores 


The ſoil that gave him birth z 
And, tho' awhile for diſtant ſhores WEE 
He quits his native earth, | 


He loves grey-hair'd to walk * bee, 
Where firſt he ſaw the ſyj : 

And on the ſpot, where firſt he play a, ER. 
To * him and die.“ £45 , 


— 


. 


5 
Ba. 2 — 
ST 2 
LIT 
* 


PORTSDOWN, | wot. 4? 


Porrspown, to whom with admiration due 
J early ſung, to Nature not untrue, 
Ere yet ſeverer duty's paths I tried, 

My artleſs innocence my only guide! 
'Tho' now no more I ſeek at morn thy brow, 
To pay to Nature's God my ſilent vow, | 
Where in her works he lives, ſublimeſt there 
In ſea, hill, valley, foreſt, ſtream, or air ; 
No more frequent thy ſides with eager feet, 
Calm-ſmiling Cheerfulneſs and Health to meet; 
Yet ſtill, PORTSDOWN, i in this unalter' d breaſt 
Deep are thy charms, thy varied charms impreſt ; 
Still it remembers thee, my early ſong, 
My early joy, and ſhall remember long. 


How frogs to roam at large, and unconfin'd. 
|; 'To feed on cach fair i image of the mind! 
Is his a vulgar joy, whom Nature leads 
To hills and valleys, groves and flow'ry meads? 
a Eſcap d from noiſe, he breathes a purer air, 
And views the Heav'n' s blue vault, ſerene and;fair; 
On banks repoſing, with poetic eye | 
Surveys the blooming ſtores, that round him lie, | 
And mufing, feels th* endearing ties, that bind 
'The works of Nature and the human: mind. 


| ( 43 ) 
Ta vales and woods a ſecret voice he hears,” 
Each ſcene by turns recalls his hopes and fears: 
The year revolving paints his changeful doom, ; 
Now bright as ſpring, now dimas wint'ry gloom; ; 
In ſpring's luxuriant beauty ſhines impreſt 
The female bloom, that warms his melting breaft, 
Or days of harmleſs mirth and gay delight, 
*Mid genial friends, ſo precious to his ſight: 
But winter, ſtript of ey'ry pleaſing hue, 
Preſents each darker image to the view; 
Some friend now mute his weeping eyes deplore, 
Or virgin beauties, now beheld no more. 


But vain is all regret, nor ſighs nor tears 
Recall the loſt delights of former y years; 
Abſorpt i in time's vaſt ocean they remain, 
As in yon wat ry waſte the drops of rain, 
Von waſte, that far and wide expanded lies, Sy 
Tires the ſtrain'd eye, and mingles with the ſkies. 


| Behold ate; to anch' ring fleets 2 Friend, 
Luxuriant Wight her azure clills extend; 

Dim miſts but faintly intercept the ſight; | 
High to the clouds they rear their awful height, 
That thoſe above ſcarce hear the breaking tides, 
That foam and thunder round the hollow fides. 
Yet, there ſuſpended, oft a harden'd band : 

T he yellow ſamphire cull with, patient hand; 
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( 44 ) 
To faithleſs cords they truſt, and oft repay 
Their ill-tim d raſhneſs with the loſs of day. 
Unhappy men 1—by pinching want ſubdu'd, 
So numbers toil, to earn their ſcanty | food ; bk: 


To pamper low deſires, which Sloth beſtows, 
They tace unterrify'd the worſt of woes; 


Oppreſt while living, undeplor d they die, 


Their only recompenſe the good man's ſigh; 
Leſs wretched they, who, born to free or ſavc 
Their bleeding wy, find an early grave. 


| 0 er all the blue expanſe of water ſpread, 
Unnumber'd veſſels proudly lift the head. 

Hail, ſtately piles, that guard Britannia's reign, 
Whom Vict ry follows o'er the boundleſs main, 
To realms, that pant beneath the noontide blaze, 


While the cold moon here ſheds her feeble rays; 


Beyond old Atlas, where from torrid ſands 
The barb'rous merchant bears the ſwarthy bands, 


And far tranſports them to the weſtern deep, 


Beneath Oppreſſi on's bloody ſcourge to weep. 
Triumphant, twice the ſcorching line you dare, 
Where like thick vapours flits the ſultry air, 
Far as rich Selendiva's ſpicy bow th .. 
And where Bengala rears her ſtately tow'rs, * 
Or frozen climes you tempt, where half the year. 


No verdure ſmiles, no genial beams : appear; EE 


Where, as wan night uſurps the barren lands, 
And all around a _— waſte expands, 1 


6 
The torpid natives, ſhiv'ring in their home, 5 
Indulge coarſe pleaſures, and forget to roam. | 
Bulwarks of Albion, ſtill from ſhore to ſhore © 
Advent'rous move, and unknown deeps explore: 
With gen'rous; ſenſe refine the favage heart, 
Our arts, our pleaſures, and our laws e 8 
Bid torpid waſtes receive the fruitful plough, 
And herds adorn the mountain's deſert hrow; 7 
Bid mild Philoſophy's eternal light wy 
Chace the dark clouds of ſuperſtitious night. 
Henceforth more virtuous,. more refin'd, abhor | ; 
The ſcourge of ſlav Ty, and the ſword of war; 
Theſe be your triumphs, each baſe art reſign 4, 5 
In Truth and Freedom to inſtruct mankind. 5 


On yon "Who plain, W 1 ſurface yields” 
Thin-ſcatter'd groves, and leſs luxuriant fields, 
Fam'd Portſmouth ſtands, and views on ev'ry ſide, 
When ſwells the conſtant main, the circling tide. 
The haughty baſtion, and the threat ning mound, 
With brazen inſtruments of anghter crown'd, _ 
The maſſy draw-bridge, whoſe unop 'ning gate 
Damps the poor pilgrim's heart approaching late, 
I ſcarce diſcern, nor wafted on the gales 
The voice of Toil my diſtant ear aſſails; 

Unheard their murmur, who each fi inew ſtrain, 


While through freſh dikes they lead the't tortur d 


main, 
Or, bending to their will the ſtubborn ground, 
On high uprear th impenetrable mound. 
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Thus he, who hears not Sorrow's piercing cries, 
As lull'd in ſplendid indolence he lies, 
Too oft, intent on Pleaſure's feſtive call, 
Forgets, that Wretchedneſs exiſts at all; 
And while no cares his own calm peace deſtroy, 
Sees in the world one boundleſs ſcene of joy: 
Forgets, how many tread the paths of grief, 
And wand'ring helpleſs ſeek in vain relief; 
How many, bent beneath a partial weight 
But live to ſooth the vices of the great, 
And while Want's ſtaring ſpectres round them preſs, 
Have ſought reluQtant ev'n from crimes redre 
But you, to whom the ſummer fields are green, 
Whoſe morn e'er riſes cheerful and ſerene, 
For whom the ſuns in cloudleſs gold are dreſt, 
With wealth, that Heav'n deſign'd'for others, bleſt, 
Ah! learn to pity wretchedneſs, and know, 
That ev'n for guilt the virtuous breaſt may glow. 
Had. ye been poor, with thoſe, that yonder' toil, 
Deſpis'd, unpity'd, ye might turn tlie foil, 
Dig the deep mote, th aſpiring rampire raiſe, 
Or lead the main thro' unaccuſtom'd ways; 
For thoſe by righteous doom atone their crimes, 
Reſerv'd from death, or toil in diſtant climes. 
Long We good a waſte of blood deplor'd; 
Henceforth let juſtice drop her angry ſword, 
riking diff rent crimes with equal weight, 
profuſely deal the ſullen murd'rer's fate. 
} unconcern'd' by. Newgate's awful bounds, 
A throngipg crowd the gloomy pomp ſurrounds 3. 
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With tearleſs eye they view, and heart of ſtone, 
The victim ſtruggling with his lateſt;groan, 
And ſome inſult, with more than ſavage breaſt, - 
The laſt of mis'ries with a,barb'rous jeſt. 
Thus Death by cuſtom loſes half its fears, N 
And what could melt the hardeſt heart to bare ) 
Is but a vulgar-ſhow, forgot when paſt, | 
Its ee all too weak to laſt. 


| But ye wind no high pomp. or 1 21 
Whom Providence in life's low vale has plac 4, | 
Still ſcorn with honeſt pride illegal gain, | 
Ply uſeful arts, or turn the furrow'd plain. 
In yonder ſpot what numbers daily tail! 
The grove, afpiring in its native ſoil, 
In one ſhort couxſe the flaming ſun; ſurveys, 
The oozing ſap imbibes with thirſty rays, 
And ſees it, launch'd upon the wat'ry 8 2 
Cleave like a ſtately tow'r the wond'ring maĩn. 
There in hot gloom, where mid the ſmoky night 
Is ſcarce beheld. the fire's ferce-blazing light, 
Bare. brawny arms the glowing metal beat; 
Thick ſound the ſtrokes along the dun retreat; 
To ſolid anchors grows. the temper'd ſteel, 
Whoſe maſſy weight ſhall curb th' impatient keel; 
Their pow'rful-graſp.the howling. tempeſt bravesz 
And ſcorns the fury of the beating waves; 
Elſe is the ſhatter'd pile to rocks a prey, 
Or ſhoals receive it in its headlong way. 
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When heaves wild Ocean 'mid conflicting galce 


431 1 


Alas! how little human art avails! 

Nor is it ſafe; tho' roaring billows* fleep,”” © Hh 
To tempt the ſurface of the ſmiling deep. 

Haſt thou forgot, how one ſad moment gave | 


Crowds undiſtinguiſh'd to a wat'ry grave? 


The calm blue deep, with gentle breezes fann's 
Ev'n tempted ſprightly leifure from the land; 
Each look was glad, and ev'ry heart t was bleſt, 
And all was gay ſecurity and reſt. = 
But lo! the voice of pleaſure ſounds no more; | 
Far diff 'rent 0 chos reach the buſy ſhore; | HEL, 
Down fink the veſſel, and th' aftoniſh'd crew 
One ruin eizes, ere they bid adieu, EE 
Or j join their hands, to'die united all,” 
And, as they liv'd like friends, like oP" to fall. 
Alas! that morn with chearfulneſs they roſe, - 
Nor thought ere night their darken d eyes would 
cloſe. 
Ah! what avail the dangers, which 1 bore, | 
That oft they parted from their native ſhore, 
Their helpleſs infants, and their weeping wives, 
And for Britannia's good expos'd 1 their lives? 
In ſpite of valour or of youthful bloom, 
They fall inglorious by a ſudden doom. 
Bleſt, had they, nobly prodigal of breath, 


„ 


* 
3 
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In fields of ſlaughter met a gallant death, 
There in the toils of fight o erſpent and tir d, 


Juſt heard the ſhouts of conqueſt, and expir d. 


TT 


„ *. 


And thop thy country 8 hope! 4 darling ider ; 
With thee, brave Kempenfelt, what trophies died} 
No friend lamented 9'er thy fun' ral bier 
Thy graye was honour 'd with no parting tear; 
The ſecret boſom of the deep contains, 134103 x0 
Unreſcu'd from its rage, thy cold remains 
Or on. ſome diſtant ſhore, thy bones are ſpread, a 
Or raſhly mingled with the vulgar dead. 
Thy days prolong d, more glory thou hadſt gain'd, 
Yet what thou hadſt was ſpotleſs and unſtain d; 
For Envy“ 8 pols nous tongue, and factious rage nd 
Thy fame perhaps had blaſted in thy, age, 1 
And half: forgotten i in the vale of years,.; 1 bind, 
Thou might} not move, as now, a nation's tears, 


r * 


1 "Ms life, while yeds 3 ded 
With anxious ſtruggling ſought the diſtant 3 
When firſt the rumour ſpread, how ſad a ſcene! 
How grief, ſurprize, and. horror, —_ d each 

mien! ; e 
5 How many, gazing wildly on 148 main, 
Long ſought a huſband, father, ſon, in vain! 
In yon calm harbour, which unfolds to ſight 
Expanded fails, and maſts of tow'ring height, 
While o'er the deep his eager veſſel flies, 
The hardy ſeaman guides inquiring eyes, 
And points with ſerious looks, that ſpeak his pain, 
Where the lone maſt emerges from the main, 
Tells the ſad tale, and, leaning on his oar, 
"Thinks of his honeſt comrades now no more. 
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To nearer ſcenes I turn my aching eyes, 
Where from the ſhore yon maſly walls ariſe; 
Time's hoary veſt o'erſpreads the mould'ring tow'r, 
Dread monument of Rome's all-conqu'ring pow'r, 
Or other hands uprear'd the folid frame, 

By fiction grac'd'with Cæſar's mighty name: 
Still on the beach the frowning caſtle ſtands, 
Denouncing battle, and the ſtreight commands. 


In thoſe dark dungeons once the Frenchman ſigh'd, 


Mourn'd his loſt freedom and his abſent bride; 
In troubled dreams beheld his native plain, 


Where thro' rich paſtures winds imperial Seine ; 


And wept in anguiſh, that his harden'd heart 
With ev'ry fond domeſtic joy could part, 

And leave for deaf'ning drums and claſhing arms 
His artleſs pipe, and all thoſe rural charms. 
The murm'ring ſtream, ſo oft with tranſport heard, 
Thoſe woods, where echo'd many a tuneful bird, 
Thoſe maids ſo tender, and thoſe friends ſo kind, 
All crowd at once upon his ſorrowing mind. 

He folds his arms in bitterneſs of ſoul, - 


And down his penſive cheek the ſorrows roll; 
Ah! why ſhould flaught'ring Dine en our 


woes? 
Is man too bleſt, too equal his e | 


Now turn, my ſoul, to yo deliginful bow'rs, 


Sweet with the mem' ry of my childiſh hours; 


Where firſt theſe eyes, as blameleſs rapture with 
The tufted groves and flow'ry fields admir'd, 


1 

As wand'ring oft beſide the tranquil main; 

I knew pure pleaſure, unalloy d with pain. 
Hail, lowly village! whoſe old tow'r ſupplies | 

No theme of wonder to the ſtranger's eyes; 

Yet let him pardon, if, to me more dear, 

I deem thee worthy of one penſive tear 
To me each ſpot in all thy rural reign 
Preſents ſome cauſe: of pleaſure or of pain 
And many a fav'rite mead recalls to mind 

Some lov'd companion, now to duſt conſign'd: 
Silent that tongue, which form'd my early heart, 
And cold thoſe looks, which gladneſs could impart, 
In all the world's vaſt. compaſs ſeen no more, 
Yet cheriſh'd ſtill in mem'ry's hallow'd ſtore. 


Too happy childhood! when the vig' * 

In brighter azure clothes the ſmiling ſky, 
When the clear ſpirits dance in ev'ry vein, 

Nor yet are deaden'd by the waſte of pain. 
Then joy is pure, complete, and unalloy'd, 
No painful dread is felt, no aching void; 
Each gloomy paſſion, that embitters life, 
Ambition, envy, diſappointment, ſtrife, 
And ſerious tenderneſs, that pays a groan 
To others' miſ'ries, then are all unknown, 
But manhood's bliſs, in all its light array d, 
Is ſtill obſcur d by ſome unſettled ſhade, 
And rarely, center'd in itſelf, the breaſt, 
Each paſſion calm, enjoys unſhaken reſt.' 


N . 


On former days an anxious look we caſt, 

Regretting ſhort-liv'd j Joys for ever paſt, 

Or painful bodings of uncertain woe 

Cauſe ev'n in bliſs a * 3 0 

Where you grey tow'r divides the cluſt' ring 

wood, * 

In days of yore a jorlly de ſtood; 

Thoſe walls, where once emblazon'd ſhields were 
hung. 

And where mid ſolemn feaſts the minſtrel 4 fung, 

By age now ſhaken, and by whirlwinds beat, 

Scarce to the beggar yield a ſafe retreat; 

Oer the lone turret ſereaming daws refound, 

And ivy twines its claſping arms around. 9 

When night revolving ſhuts the ſable ſky, 

No more the * rous drawbridge mounts on 

1 | | ; high 7 

Th' induſtrious farmer builds his lowly ſhed, 

Where the huge caſtle rear d its s ſtately head. 


So periſh all the works of moriel hands, 
And nought the waſte of tyrant time withſtands: 
Imperial ſtructures, that to Heav'n aſpire, 
The ſculptor's grace, and painter's quick' ning fire, 
Soon vaniſh; yet, when ſtone and colours fade, 
Th' immortal mind may flouriſh undecay d. 
When Opie's beauteous {kill ſhall be a name, 
And matchleſs Wyatt but ſurvive in fame, 
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Milton' s high verſc, and Shakſpeare's magic page 
Shall live, the charm of ev'ry future age. 


Not far divided from the mould'ring pile, 
That crowns the beach, two iſter-iſlands ſmile; 
When ſhrink the deeps, retiring from the ſhore; 
To theſe unharm'd the pilgrim paſſes o'er. 

By wealth's wild riot ever unprofan'd, 

Long have the ſwains in harmleſs peace remain'd; 
Their own rude carrols and the feather'd quires, 
Unenvied joys, content their calm deſires. 

Cheer'd by the morning lark they haſte _— 

To breathe the freſhneſs of the dawning day ; 
Then bind the patient cattle to the yoke, 

Unpen the fold, or cleave the ſpreading oak. 
With no ſtrange voice their lonely haunt reſounds, 
Save when the ſportſman, mid his echoing hounds, 
Starts from the ruſtling brake the fearful hare, 

Or thund'ring cannon rends the rattling air; 
Or diſtant drum at ev'ning's ſilent cloſe , 
The weary ſoldier ſummons to repoſe. 


But oft has Fancy crown'd with partial praile 
The peaſant's lot, and o'er his equal days 
A ſunſhine ſpread, which boſoms unrefin d 
But rarely know, their paſſions all confin d. 
His daily toil the huſbandman purſues, 
And to his own ſmall ſphere contracts his views, 
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On former days an anxious look we caſt, 

Regretting ſhort-liv'd joys for ever paſt, 

Or painful bodings of uncertain woe 

Cauſe ev'n in a RY tear to flow. 
Where you grey tow'r divides the cluſt⸗ ring 

wood. | 
In days of yore a fordly * fond; 
Thoſe walls, where once emblazon'd ſhields were 


hung, 3 „ 
And where mid ſolemn feaſts the minſtrel ſung, 
By age now ſhaken, and by whirlwinds beat, 
Scarce to the beggar yield a ſafe retreat: 
Ocer the lone turret ſcreaming daws refound, 
And ivy twines its claſping arms around. 
When night revolving ſhuts the ſable ſky, 
No more the pond i rous drawbridge mounts of 
5 FE OT high: 
Th' induſtrious farmer builds his lowly ſhed, 
Where the huge caſtle rear'd its ſtately head. 


80 periſh all the works of mood woah; 
And nought the waſte of tyrant time withſtands: 
Imperial ſtructures, that to Heav'n aſpire, 
The ſculptor's grace, and painter's quick ning fire, 
Soon vaniſh; yet, when ſtone and colours fade, 
Th' immortal mind may flouriſh undecay'd. 
When Opie's beauteous {kill ſhall be a name, 
And matchleſs Wyatt but ſurvive in fame, 
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: Milton' 8 high RE and Shakſpeare' s magic page 
Shall live, the charm of ev'ry future age. 


Not for divided from the mould'ring pile, 
That crowns the beach, two ſiſter-iſlands ſmile; 
When ſhrink the deeps, retiring from the ſhore, 
To theſe unharm'd the pilgrim paſſes oer. 
By wealth's wild riot ever unprofan'd, | 
Long have the ſwains in harmleſs peace remain 'd; 
Their own rude carrols and the feather'd quires, 
| Unenvied joys, content their calm deſires. 
Cheer'd by the morning lark they haſte away, 
To breathe the freſhneſs of the dawning day; 
Then bind the patient cattle to the yoke, 
Unpen the fold, or cleave the ſpreading oak. 
With no ſtrange voice their lonely haunt reſounds, 
Save when the ſportſman, 'mid his echoing hounds, 
Starts from the ruſtling brake the fearful hare, 
Or thund'ring cannon rends the rattling air; 
Or diſtant drum at ev 'ning's ſilent cloſe ; 
The weary ſoldier ſummons to repoſe. 


But oft has Fancy crown'd with partial praiſs 
The peaſant's lot, and o'er his equal days 
A ſunſhine ſpread, which boſoms unrefin'd 
But rarely know, their paſſions all confin'd. 
His daily toil the huſbandman purſues, 
And to his own ſmall Tp contracts his views, 
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And, white unmeaning ſmiles declare him dleſt, 
He oft but vegetates in ſtupid reſt. EEE 
With finer joy his t oſom never burns, 
His pleaſures bounded by the ſoil he turns. 
4 | Yet do thofe nobler arts, which make us glow 
| With rapture, quicken to the ſenſe of woe 
Ard thoſe refinements, which enhance our joy, 
Alike the ſoften'd boſom's peace deſtroy ; 
And dear perhaps the purchaſe, when we gain 
Superior 88 with ſuperior pain. 


No on the fruitful lowlands let me gaze, 
Where blooms by turns the clover's purple blaze, 
Where harveſts glow, and to the verdant meads 
His bleating flocks the careful ſhepherd leads; 

With ſtrawrooft barns and lowly cots between, 

And whit ning ſpires, that crown the ruſtic ſcene; 

While Suſſex hills, where o'er the thymy ground 

Huge flocks are ſpread, the ſmiling valley bound, 
Save where yon beauteous ſpire o'erlooks the plain, 
And ſtately marks low Chicheſter's domain. 

On theſe its avenues proud Stanſtead rears, 

And farther Goodhood's airy ſite appears, 

From whoſe tall brow the lab'ring eye deſcries 


It ſoothes me, from this elevated ſoil 

To view on ev'ry ſide the marks of toil; 
And theſe are nearer to my breaſt allied, 
Than all. the trappings of unthinking Pride. 


The pendent ſhips, looſe- dropping from the ſkies. | 


MS) > 1H A» Oyj, -—- 


in, 


( $8 3 

No ſtream, where Commerce ſpreads the gliding 

ſail, | 
With ſilver ſurface winds along the vale; 
Yet nameleſs rills there are, which leſs renown'd 
Can pleaſe the poet with their penſive ſound. 
There may he ſhun at eve the vulgar throng, 
Charm'd by the lonely night-bird's plaintive ſong, 
And image thoſe fond looks, which oft allay 


His pains, and brighten pleaſure's feſtive way; 


Or haply, pierc'd by ſome too cruel blow, 


He feeds in ſolitude his tender woe; 


Caſts a long look on joys for ever fled; 
Hangs on ſome friend, now number'd with the 
dead; | 


Or, mourning warm 1 affections unrepaid, 


Pours his ſoft ſorrows in the twilight ſhade. 


But chiefly thoſe, who in their luckleſs way 
Have ſunk their heads, to whelming ills a prey, 
And, deeply ſmote, no more can ſtem the tide, 
That. bears them on life's ſtormy ocean wide ; 
Such here might roam, by mournful muſings led, 
And ſhun the eye of man, which moſt they dread. 
Weary of louder ſcenes, unfit to heal 
Pangs, which the wounded ſoul is doom'd to feel, 
Fr. m tumult far their ſorrowing ſteps they bend, 
And find in Nature and in Peace a friend. 
Till, calm'd by ſolitude, the ruffled mind, 

Long ſunk a ur to feelings too refin'd, 
| E 2 


(I 

Once more reſumes its diſſipated\pow'rs, 
And loves, as erſt, the cheerful morning hours. 
Till then, their looks are dim, their eye no more 
Sparkles with health and gladneſs, as of yore; 
Unmov'd they view the beauties of the plain, 


And warbling ſpring returns for them in vain. F 
They rove, where no glad ſigns of toil appear, ; 
Nor ſound of human footſtep meets the ear ; I 
There ſadly gaze upon the paſling ſtream, g 
Or watch unmark'd the ſun's departing beam; 1 
And, while at ev'ning hour the winds repoſe, 2 
They think on life, and ſigh for human woes; 1 
Or, liſt'ning to the diſtant village peal, B 
A till and ſadly-ſoothing pleaſure feel; N 
Or on the ſolitary ſhore purſue | A 
The far-off ſail with long and anxious view, 
When, the laſt gales expiring on the deep, 
The billows hardly-heaving ſink to ſleep ; | | 
Ev'n thus their dreary moments they beguile, T 
And make the paths of melancholy ſmile. ka 
— | | n 
Ye much-loy'd bow'rs, ye fields with plenty If 
crown'd, | Th 
Where rural arts and peaceful ſongs reſound; 
Where oft I roam'd, a ſtranger yet to woe; Let 
My ſoul's deſire did bounteous Heav'n beſtow, An 


Here might I reſt at length my wand'ring feet, 
Here fly Ambition in a calm retreat. t 
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That pomp, which ſoothes hereditary pride, 
My ſoul, unaw'd by cuſtom, can deride; 
Yet urg'd by Nature to ſublimer views, 
To court fair Wiſdom and the gen'rous Muſe, 


Fain would live all grov'ling cares above, 


And ſhare that ſimple elegance I love. 
An Attic dome its modeſt head ſhould rear, 
Where never wretch ſhould drop a fruitleſs tear, 


But, while ſoft gratitude ſhould melt his heart, 


With other tears, than thoſe of woe, depart. 
There ſhould the ſcholar find an open gate, 

And trampled Merit meet a kinder fate; 

There the glad peaſant with centented breaſt, 

By no hard claims of partial right oppreſt, 

Mid cheerful ſongs ſhould turn his teeming ſoil, 


And, ſafe from tyrants, love his humble * 


But thou, dread Pow' r, whoſe righteous doom 
: decrees, 


That ſome ſhall ſlumber in the lap of eaſe, | 
While others, far from pleaſure's gladſome bow'rs, 


In care and labour drag their tedious hours; 


If ſo thy will, immortal Sire, ordain, 
That my ſhort pilgrimage be mark'd with pain, 


O let no blind complaints blaſpheme thy name, 


Let nought but guilt depreſs my ſoul with ſhame. 
And tho' thou fix me diſtant from the great, 
With all the ſilent virtues crown my ſtate; 
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With charity, whoſe tears ſpontaneous flow 

For helplefs Want, tho' needy to beſtow ; 

With patience, ſmiling 'mid the ſtorms, that bend 
Her faded brow, and hope, the good man's friend. 
In humble poverty's ſequeſter'd reign | 

The wile and virtuous ſeek not bliſs in vain; 

And oft Philoſophy in lowly cells 


Contemns the haunt, where guilty Splendor dwells, 


Nor would ſhe change, for wealth and pompous 
noiſe, 

Pure peace of mind, and virtue's calmer joys. 

She pities him, who; tir'd of bloody toils, 

Rears the huge pile with _— s dear-bought 
ſpoils, 

With proud expenſe uſurps the faireſt lands, 

And calls his own whate'er his eye commands; 

Yet pines mid all that Art and Nature bring; 

Alas! the raptures of the tuneful ſpring * 

Are not for guilt; no pleaſure glads his mind, 

For ſce, the fiend Remorſe i is {ſtill behind. 

He thinks, how many tears he caus'd to flow; 

On all he wrong'd; and curſes ev'ry blow, 

By which, tho' innocent, whole houſes bled, 

And widows wander'd, deſtitute of bread. 

In heavineſs of heart he longs once more 

To taſte the joys his childhood felt of yore, 

And ill his glaring equipage repays 

The calm pure pleaſures of thoſe harmleſs days, 
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When his wing'd fpirits beat with high delight 
Each healthy morn, and quiet bleſt his night: 
O Innocence! in thy neglected cot „ 
Thou envieſt not that ſplendid wretch's lot. | 
For in that boſom Conſcience ſpeaks more loud 
Than the vain plaudits of a gaping crowd; 
Nor ill-got Pleaſure, ſpite of Il he charms, | 
The ſtartied fancy of its fears diſarms: 
While ſtedfaſt Virtue, tho' to ſtorms a prey, 
With ſmiling gleams can break the low'ring day; 
To her ſtil! blooming are the flow'ry fields, 
And ſtil! the ſun a golden luſtre yields; 
Great, independent, to herſelf ſhe owes 
In wealth true pleaſure, and in want repoſe. 


—— 
— — 


ON THE RETURN OF WINTER. 


Wurz pale deſponding Winter reigns, 
Array'd in barren ſnow; 
And through the deſolated plains 
The currents hardly flow; 
Let us around the ſocial hearth 
Unbend our ſouls in gen'rous mirth; 
Nor heed we, that with ſenſeleſs blame 
The cold and ſullen brood of care, 
Who but the maſk of virtue wear, 
Our well-tim'd joys diſclaim. 


( 60 ) 
Fond men! does Heav'n with Jealous eye 
Our few delights ſurvey ? Pons 
To taſte thoſe drops of bliſs deny, 
W hich ſoothe our weary way ? 
Does blooming earth her treaſures yield, 
To languiſh on the burthen'd field, 
While ſtarving Penance fondly dreams; 
The grape does purple nectar fill, 
To moulder on the ſunny hill, 
And waſte the ſparkling ſtreams ? 


Ah ! ſhun the cheerleſs ſullen gloom, 
By erring zeal embrac'd, 

Which makes of life a darkſome tomb, 

A dreary hopeleſs waſte. 

Ungenial ſadneſs chills the heart, 

And þids that ſoft'ning glow depart, 


Which ſpreading warms the gen'rous breaſt; 


Thoſe looks, which kindling ſmiles adorn, 
In others bliſs; when others mourn, 
In penſive pity dreſt. | 


Far wiſeſt they, who, unconfin'd 
By Superſtition's pow'r, 
Its jult mpl 1 ment have aſſlign'd 
To each revolving hour: 
They beſt can toil, whom mirth unbends, 
And toil a zeſt to pleaſure lends ; 


T&) 
Whilſt they who toil, or who enjoy, 
Beyond what Nature's laws ordain, 


Make wiſdom folly, pleaſure pain, 
And Heav'n's fair plan deſtroy. ©} 


ON HEALTH, | 


. Stow wand' ring on the margin of the deep, 

I breathe the cheering gale of Health once more; 
And ſee the billows gently daſh the ſteep, 

That rears its bold head on the ſandy ſhore, 


Freſh looks the landſcape with the dews of dawn ; 
A bluiſh miſt ſwims o'er the ſoften'd grove ; 

The wanton deer bound lightly o'er the lawn 3 
And ev'ry copſe reſounds with notes of love. 


. village clocks proclaim the paſſing hour; 

The tall ſpires glitter to the early ſun; 

The ploughman whiſtling quits his low-rooftbow'r; 
And now his peaceful labour is begun. 


( 62 ) 
Yet not this ocean, cheer'd with many a fail, 
Nor all theſe rural ſounds, and paſtures fair, 


To ſolace worn Diſcaſe could ought avail, 
Or from his boſom chace the clouds of care. 


The merry morn no rapture could it, 
Nor converſe ſweet of friends his hours beguile ; 
In vain could beauty warm his aching heart, 
Or on his cold wan cheek awake a ſmile. 


Yet oft we flight thy worth, O bleſſed Health, 

Poor mortals as we are, till thou art flown ; 
And thy ſweet joys, more dear than fame or wealth, 
Touch not our hearts, but paſs unfelt, unknown; 


Thy joys, without whoſe aid whate'er of bleſt, 

Or great, or fair, the Heav'ns to man ordain, 

Is dull and taſteleſs to th' unthankful breaſt, 
Love loveleſs, youth old-age, and pleaſure pain. 
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WRITTEN BETWEEN CARNARVON AND 
| BANGOR, 


— — . 


P LEAS'D have I travers'd that terrific vale, 

At which th' aſtoniſh'd traveller turns pale; 
Where Snowdon's form ſtupendous widely . 
Props the high Heav'ns with his gigantic head, 
And Glyder's rocky ſummit e'er ſuſtains 
Fierce lightnings, warring winds, and daſhing 
rains, 

Mountain of ſtorms! and o'er the lake ſerene 
Dolbadern's ſolitary tow'r is ſeen. 

Yet, Menai, do I not thy haunts deſpiſe, 

Or view thy ſofter charms. with careleſs eyes, 
Sweet wood and lawn, and Mona's tufted ſhore, 
By venerable Druids trod of yore; | 
And here, fair ſtream, more glad would I abide, 
Than where dread Nature frowns in nobler pride. 
So, better far than proud ambition's ſtrife 

Are the calm peaceful haunts of private life. 
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ON KOSCHIUSKO'S DEFEAT; WRITTEN, 
WHEN THERE WAS AN UNCERTAIN 
' ACCOUNT OF His HAVING FALLEN 

IN THE ACTION. 


———_— — - 


Ir cer the patriot's tears did flow 
Juſtly, if e'er was cauſe for deepeſt plaint, 
Tis now, when that brave man, who riſing 
His country's great avenger, before God 
Did pledge to ſave her or to bleed, 
Is fail'n, Koſchiuſko, Virtue's nobleſt friend. 
For they are Virtue's friends, none elſe, 
Who are the friends of holy Freedom ; they, 
None elſe, do feel for injur'd Man, 
Low-bent in ſervitude; and nobly ſwear 
To vindicate his hallow'd rights 
From proud oppreſſors and their minions vile. 
When fuch men fall, not utmoſt grief | 
Enough can weep them ; bitter is the loſs 
And curetefs ; the bold front of Vice 
Is rear'd, and helpleſs Virtue ſinks forlorn. 
O thou, thy forrowing country's friend 
And champion, is it then the doom ſevere 
Of Heav'n, that Poland ſtill ſhall mourn ? 
Are all the triumphs, which the honeſt heart 
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Foreſaw in thy juſt ſword, diſpers'd ? 
Are all the lovely dreams of ſocial Bliſs, 
And gallant Freedom, and pure Faith, 
And Right, and Equity, and Juſtice, gone ? 
If ſo Heav'n wills, who only knows | 
What's beft for mortal man, and oft, to check 
His doating vanity and pride, | 
Doth viſit him with righteous chaſtiſement; 
If ſo in wiſdom he thinks fit, 
That thy poor country ſtill muſt pine in chain E 
Thou wouldſt no pleading for thy life, 
To thy high ſpirit moſt intolerable 
In ſervildibout, tho' dear to all. 
Far better is it, brave and upright chief, 
That in an honourable tomb 
Thy bones ſhould moulder, hallow'd by the praiſe 
Sincere, and bleſſings of the good, 
The friends of Law and Liberty. Ev'n I 
Amid the ſcanty blooms, that ſtrew _ 
The patriot's grave, will caſt a ſimple flow'r, 
Waſh'd with the dew of tears unfcign'd ; 
From their vile orgies keeping far aloof, 
Who ſcoff at Virtue fall'n, and ſhout 
In the baſe train of tyrant conquerors ; 
And praying God, that ſuch as thee, 
Brave man, he in his mercy oft will ſend 
To hurl Oppreſſion from her ſeat, 
And riſe th' aſſertor of Man's trampled rights. 
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TO A YOUNG WOMAN. 
— 


War didit thou leave, unhappy maid, 
Thy cottage low, and ruſtic ſhade? 
Why for the ſplendid city's noiſe 
Forſake thy ſimple homefelt joys? 
Amid the ſavage ſolitude 

Of Cambria's hoary mountains rude, 


Tho no proud temple brav'd the ſky, 


Nor dazzling grandeur caught thine eye; 
Yet Peace and Innocence were there, 
And ſteady ſmiles, ne'er chang'd by care; 


Content thou hadſt, and the chaſte flame 


Of genuine Love unmix'd with Shame. 


Now, haply, mid unquiet dreams, 
Thou ſit'ſt by Deva's fairy ſtreams, 
Or ſee'ſt the Giant's craggy chair, 

Or Glaſlyn's cliff, like wild deſpair, 
Or calm Feſtiniog's bliſsful bow'rs, 
Or Catrnarvon's beauteous tow'rs, 


Or Ydfa tall, beneath whoſe creſt 


The ſailing eagle builds her neſt; 


Where mid the torrent's murmuring 


Thy ſweet old ditties thou didſt ſing, 
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Perhaps, of Rhudlan's mournful day, 
And ſpirits fierce, above diſmay. 


Ah! fly from this deteſted ſhore, 
And ſeek thy ſimple home once more: 
Here Truth nor Virtue hope to find; 
And, ere thou loſe thy peace of mind, 
Haſte from Deceit's bewitching charm: | 
Thoſe rocks will ſhelter thee from harm. 


IAN EPITAPH. 
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TI is ſimple mound, on theſe war-wiited plains. 
The ſacred reliques of the brave contains; 

The ſpot is hallow'd; for, when tyrants pour'd 
Their guilty threats, they drew the righteous ſword, 
And fought for Freedom ; diſtant times ſhall tell, 
Here they, who ſav'd their country, nobly fell.” 
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THE FLIGHT OF ERMINIA. 


From the feventh Canto of Taſſo. 


Mrzaxwairs along a foreſt's gloomy ſhade 
With rapid flight was borne the breathleſs maid ; 
Her trembling hand no longer guides the rein, 
That looſely floated o'er the courſer's mane ; 
Thro' tangled paths and dreary woods ſhe flies, 
And quickly vaniſhes from hoſtile eyes. 


As from the tedious chace with ling'ring feet 
Panting and ſpiritleſs the hounds retreat, 

Whoſe ſcent in vain the wily beaſt purſu'd, 
Loſt in the mazes of the pathleſs wood: 
So, fluſh'd with rage, and ſtung with conſcious 

ſhame, z | 

Back from purſuit the panting warriors came ; 
The maid ſtill hurries with diſorder'd mind, 
And pallid cheek, nor dares to look behind. 


All night ſhe fled, and all the weary day 
Through devious wilds purſu'd her lonely way; 
And hears and ſees, where'er ſhe turns, alone 
Her own ſad tears and melancholy moan. | 


0 6 ) 


But, when the ſun his rapid pace ſubſides; - + 

p And bathes his chariot in the purple tides, 

On the fair banks, where ſacred Jordan flows, 
Penſive ſhe ſat, and wept her bitter woes 
No ſweet repaſt her fainting ſtrength renew d, 
Faſt- flowing tears and ſighs her only food. 
But ſleep, whoſe ſweet oblivion lulls to reſt 
Affliction's pang, and ſtills the raging breaſt, 
O'er her ſad eyes his peaceful pinions ſpread; 
And gently hover'd o'er her filent head ; 

Nor then, ev'n then did Love relentleſs ceaſe, 
With various phantoms to diſturb her peace. 
Silent ſhe ſlept, till thro' the fragrant lawn 
The feather'd ſongſters hail'd the bluſh of dawn; 
When murm' ring ſtreams were heard m waving 
trees, | 
And o'er freſh flow rets play'd the wanton breeze. 
She lifts her languid eyes, and on the plain 
Beholds the manſions of the peaceful ſwain ; 
Oft in the leaves a plaintive voice ſhe hears, 
That ſadly ſeems to ſummon her to tears. 


Not long ſhe a0 to hike care, 
When ſounds of rural muſic fill the air, 
Such as the pipe inſpires, and artleſs reed, 
Where ſwains their'ſheep in flow'ry vallies feed. 
Towards the ſound ſhe bent, and ſaw reclin'd 
Amid his flocks a hoary-headed hind ; 
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With him two youths the verdant flags intwine, | 


And mid the work their artleſs voices join; 
With joy the old man's boſom ſeem'd to glow, © 
And unperceiv'd their fimple labours grow. 
The glare of poliſh'd'arms and plumy creſt | 
With fears unknown alarm'd each quiet breaſt ; 
She with ſweet courteſy, to chace their care, 
Her f parklihg eyes reveal'd and golden hair. 

1 Purſue ybur beautebus toil,“ the ſmiling cries, 
« Nor fear, O people, favour'd of the ſkies; 
« In your ſweet ſongs and harinleſs work proceed, 
« Theſe ſhining arms intend no hoſtile deed. 

«« But ſay, by what kind fate, while all around 

« Grim ſlaughter reigns and cruel arms refound ; . 


Thus unalarm'd, O'fire, you paſs your age, 


« Nor fear the plund'ring ſoldier's barb'rousrage?” 
« 0 Son (the ſire replied; << in peace I keep 
% My humble cot, and guard my fleecy ſheep; 


Nor eer the ſhock of dreadful war invades 


4 Theſe ſmiling vales and calm ſequeſter d ſhades. 
«© Whether the gracious care of Heav'n ordains - 
« To guard from N the meek and lowly 
ſwains; 
« Or as the light' ning's'livid'fiiry tears | 
4 The tow'ring hill, the humble — ths 5 
44 So the fell rage of waſteful war alone 
« Aſſaults proud monarehs on the gorgeous throne; 
c Deſpis'd the needy Peaſant's cottage lies, 
4 And lures in vain th' inſatiate plund'rer's eyes. 


EN 


By him deſpisgibut Ol to me more (weet- 
| «© Than golden ſceptre, or imperial ſeat: 
No eraving luſt my peaceful boſom knows, 
Calm eaſy haunt of undiſturb id repoſe i! 
« My thirſt J lave in pure perennial rills 
„Where ino dark foe the ſubtle death inſtills; 

1 Theſe wholeſome flocks my frugal meal afford, 
“With herbs unbought yon n crowns my 
board; unt 
% Where no wide wiſhes rage, no looſe antes, 
> 8 is the aid „ life . OE 


46 Theſe EP virtuous bone are all my ain 
«© They feed my flocks, and till the fruitful r 
« From pains of ſolitude my age defend, 
And guide me ſmoothly to a peaceful end. 
ee Oft in the lawns I watch the bounding deer; ' 
«« The painted warblers of the foreſt hear, 
« Or bending o'er the ſilver ſtreams, behold 
6 The glancing fiſhes, end With N hath 
«In life's gay morn, when 5 vigour fires 
„The circling blood, and:kindles vain deſires, - 
« ] fcorn'd: the ruſtic ſwain's _— 3 
« And:left for cities my paternal ſoil. 
« My blooming yur in Memphis' ns retreat 
4 I paſt, a menial in the regal ſeat; es 
My lot the garden, far from . | 
<« Yet there the guilt of faithleſs courts:I kw 
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ec Ling by ſmooth looks and captions words careſt, 


© I bore: whatever galls the gen'rous breaſt: 

« At length with rip'ning age as paſſion cool'd, 

© And more than fancy ſober judgement rul'd, -. 
« Then fond remembrance in my breaſt aroſe / 

« Of my forſaken fields and loſt repoſe;..  - 
4 Farewell, O court, I ſaid; with pleaſing thought 


44 Once more theſe dear, theſe native woods 1 


— 
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While dine by ſpoke, i intent t Enninis . 


Fung on his lips, and caught each flowing ae : 
The ſage and ſweet diſcourſe, of pow'r to charm, 


Stole to her heart, and ſooth'd each ſad alarm. 


. Revolving long, this counſel pleas'd the maid; 
Her wiſh'd return till ſmiling fortune aid, 


In:theſe calm ſolitudes obſcure, unknown, 
To feed her love, and pour her ſecret moan. 


4% O bleſt,” ſhe cry'd, ** whoſe ſad experience 
knows, 
« To human'grief what matting pity owes: 
« To you if bounteous heav'n has ſtretch'd his aid, 
« And all your pains with copious bliſs repaid ; 
« O ſhed compaſſion on my weight of grief, 
« And ſooth my ſuff rings with a juſt relief; 
cc Grant me in yon ſequeſter'd manſion plac'd, j | 
« To ſhare — toils, your harmleſs pleaſures | 
_— taſte; ES 


(73 ) 
« Perchance my heart its quiet may refume, 
Nor vainly ſtrive to chace this diſmal gloom. - 
« If, touch'd with ought the gazing crowd adores, 
« With gold or gems uu 'wiſh'd to ſwell-your 
ſtores; | 

„Well could my wealth: a plenteous lden ppl 
5 No needy ſuppliant to your doors I fly.” “ 
As thus the nymph her hapleſs fate deplor'd, 
Down her pale cheek the pearly moiſture pour d; 
The good old man with warm compaſlion hears, 
Sighs to her W anſwers tears nen 8 

With all a father's tender wamth he glow, 
And led her bluſhing to his neat abode : 
Fe, happy man, an aged ſpouſe poſſeſt, 
Wich gentle ſoul and ſimple manners bleſt, 
Who pleas d, like him, to give the wretched aid, 
With open arms receiv'd the beauteous maid. 
Her tender limbs the glitt'ring mail reſign, 
And ev'n in ruſtic weeds attractive ſhine ; i 
Her awful eyes and pliant grace confeſs 
A birth, ſuperior to the lowly weld; ge: 


Now a meek Wepber her flock ſhe leads 
At purple morn to crop the dewy meads, 
And pens at twilight hour the bleating fold; 5 
An artlefs crook her ſnowy fingers hold. 

By her conducted from the fragrant field, 
The lowing herds their balmy tribute au. 4 
"3 


The curdled milk beneath her preſſing hands 
Forms a n banque: "me the rural bands. 


At faltry noon, l in the breezy made 
Weary and mute the ſated ſheep are laid, 


On the ſmooth rind ſhe carves her Tancred's 


name, 1 i C 
And all the ſtory. of lier ae 1 
Oft the fond tale with heaving heart e 
And ſheds at ev'ry word the briny dews. 
Sad would ſhe ſay: © Preſerve, Ol verdant trait, 
* Preſerve the tender ſtory of my pain: 8 


So may ſome faithful lover, doom'd to rove 


% Amid the cool receſſes of your grove, 

« My barb rous griefs with warm emotion hear, 
& Pour the ſoft ſigh, and ſhed the pitying tear; 

« And plaintive ſay: O Love, ſo warm a flame, 
&« S0 laſting, ſure a fairer meed might claim. 0 


« Ev'n he perhaps, if e er the fervent moan _ 8 
«« Of hapleſs mortals reach 'd th' eternal throne; 
« He, the dear author of my woes hall tread 
e“ Theſe lonely ſhades, by conemplation led : 
« The riſing turf ſhall ſtrike his penſive eye, 
« Where in long ſleep my mould'ring relicks lie; 
&« As ſad he lingers o'er the ſimple grave, 
« A few warm drops the ſpringing ſod ſhall lave; 
*« Kind ſhall he offer to my cold remains, | « 
« This late, this ſmall reward of all my pains.” 
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FROM THE SIXTEENTH: Aro or 
THE SAME. 3 


Ar length reſtor'd, ſhe rais'd from off the ground 
Her languid limbs, and caſt her eyes around; 

But all around, where'er ſhe caſt her eyes, 
A cheerleſs, ſilent, dreary, deſert lies. 
And could he leave me thus, depriv'd of n 
„All ſenſeleſs ſlumb'ring on the verge of death ? 
Not one ſhort moment, cruel man! delay'd; 
In utmoſt need beftow'd no little aid? 
44 Still can I love? and unreveng d deplore ä 
His lofs, thus ſorrowing on the lonely ſhore ?— 

% What need I tears? far other arms and arts 
„ The time demands; to Earth's remoteſt. parts 
« Fly, impious, fly; not Heav'n's eternal height, 
«© Nor Hell ſhall hide thee from Armida's might. 
« Thy heart from that falſe boſom will I tear, 
« And hang thy mangled members bigh in air, 
«« To all dread warning, who in future times 
«© With hearts of ſteel ſhall plot infernal crimes. 
«© What, if the cruel ruffian I excell 
4 In thoſe dire arts he underſtands ſo well. 
« Alas! what ſay I, urg'd by wild deſpair ? 
« Slow froidefs rage! then loſt unhappy fairy 
F 4 


("0-1 
« Then was the time thy utmoſt rage to ſhow, 
% And glut thy vengeance on a cruel foe, 7 
« When in thy chains he lay a captive ſlave, 
« And miſtreſs thou to ruin or to ſave, 
Shall then my juſt deſires ignobly fail? 
Ah no! if arts, if beauty nought avail, 
« To thee, my lighted form, for thine the wrongs, 
« To thee of right the great revenge belongs. 
« His be my perſon, who with valiant blow _ 
« To birds of prey ſhall yield the headleſs foe : © 
4% All ye, who woo'd my love, behold I ſk 
ce A hard, but no diſhonourable taſk: | 
« I, to huge wealth and regal honours born , 
« No vulgar prize, the victor's bed adorn. 
«« If proffer'd charms deſerye not ſuch a meed, 
« Vain, laviſh nature, vain thy gift indeed. 
« Unhappy gift! I curſe thee, hate thee, hate 
% My birth, my life, and this my regal ſtate : 
% The hope of ſweet revenge alone retains 
1 4 This weary ſoul, unequal to its pains.“— 
i So rav'd Armida, where the billows roar, 
F I ben turn'd her footſteps from the deſert ſhore ; 
| | Her haggard face, wild eyes, and ſtreaming hair, 
The rage, which rends her ſwelling breaſt, declare. 


A 


— 


Three-hundred demons, doom'd to pine in 
| flames, | | 


Of endleſs wrath, her horrid voice proclaims. 
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EN 
Heav'n frowns tremendous, wrapt in ſudden ſhades, 


And veil'd in gloom th' eternal planet fades, 
Dire blaſts in fury rock the ſtedfaſt hills, 


And heil beneath a moaning murmur fills; - 


Far as the dome extends its ſpacious round, 

Fierce howlings, hiſles, ſhrieks, anc ge re- 
ſound. Bey 

Involv'd in Stygian glooms, more oblack than night, 


Without one chearful ray of glimm'ring light.? 


The manſion ſtood, but thro' the deep'ning ſhade 
The flaſhing light'nings angry gleams diſplay d. 


Behold, the darkneſs flies, the ſun returns, 


Yet ſtill, o'erhung with vapours, faintly burns; 


Still dim the air ; the mighty pile is fled, 
No trace remains, where late it rear'd its head. 


As oft in air amid the black' ning ſtorm 

Gigantic ſhapes the clouds collected form; 
Before the driving blaſt or ſolar beam | 
The heaps all vaniſh like the ſick man's dream; 
So fled the manſion ſtript of ev'ry bloom, 

The rocks ſtood bare in all their native gloom, 
High in her chariot mounts the raging fair, 
And ſoars impetuous to the vault of air: 


Her winged ſteeds the paſſive whirlwinds tread ; 
Darks clouds and n. ſtorms ſurround. her 


head. 
O'er lands ſhe tow'r'd, where ſcorch d * bety 
rays. | 
Yet unexplor'd the peaceful native fn ; 


( 78 ) 
Of great Alcides' paſt the fabled bounds, | 
Nor touch'd on Mooriſh or Heſperian grounds; 
But high ſuſpended o'er the rolling main, A 
Hee courſe purfuing reach'd the Syrian plan. 
Not to Damaſcus the ſwift chariot flies, 
Fhoſe native ſhores; once precious to her eyes; 
Bur to the deeps, that daſh with foamy waves 
Her tonefome caſtle, kept by num'rous flaves> 
Her ſlaves and females vex her gloomy mind, 
She flies their odious view, to grief refign'd. 
Dire thoughts of vengeance in her boſom roll, 
Shame n to n and "_ direfs her foul. 


* I pa,” ſhe _ tte ere e 8 chief in arms 
« His mighty ſquadron leads to dire alarms: 
« My lab'ring ſoul ſhall prove her utmoſt wiles, 
« Now try dark frowns, and now alluring ſmiles ; 
4 Reſonnding arms, and fields of blood invite, 
There will I urge the warriors to the fight 3 ; 
* Myſelf fwift arrows aim at hoſtile bands, 
« Or wait a ſlave fome heroe's ſtern commands. 
4% All will I bear, fo vengeance gain her cauſe; 
% Honour muſt yield to her fuperior laws. 
«© Nor let my guardian too ſeverely blame, 
<< "I was he firſt ſteel'd my virgin ſoul to ſhame, 
4 To impious arts my feeble ſex inclin'd, 
And urg'd himſelf my too advent'rous mind; 
«© Taught me to leave the modeſt joys of home, 
_ A woman's nobler ſphere, and careleſs roam: 
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60 All, all is his; whate'er my fatal fires. 
6c Vegas to commit, or e now eke, 5 
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3 5 
Of fair attendants all united land. 
Her pompous equipage and ſhining Ireſs 
Her ſtately mind and royal birth confeſs. 
Impatient ſtill ſhe-haſtens on her way, 22 
Nor yields to ſhadowy night, nor reſts by day; 
Till there arriv'd, where Gaza's fertile lands 
Diſplay'd in glitt'ring ranks the warlike bands - 
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TRANSLATION FROM KLopsTock's 
MESSIAH, 


T xx0v, whoſe enraptur'd eye at once ſurveys 
The realms of woe, and Heav'n's uncloudetl rays; 


Who ſee'ſt, while ſinners feel the wrath divine, 


In God's calm features ſelf-contentment ſhine, 


* .* © 


Inform my numbers: furious be their courſe; | 
Loud as the whirlwind, or the thunder's ferqe, .. 
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(%® ) 
| Firſt came Adramelech, of all that fell Bos 
None more deſerv'd the fiery pains of hell. 
His gloomy heart in malice takes delight, 


In guilt exceeding ev'n the Prince of Night, 


More dark and ſullen. In his ſtormy ſoul 

Dire thoughts of vengeance, hate and envy roll. 

Satan he hates, and mourns in bitter rage, 

That firſt he dar'd rebeHious war to wage, 

War, which himſelf, as mighty, dread, and ſtrong, 

Had long been plotting and determin'd long. 

In all he did, by int'reſt only ſway'd, 

To ſtrengthen Satan's pow'r he grudg'd his aid. 

For length'ning ages had he plann'd in vain, 

Superior ſway and glory how to gain, 

With God once more his rival to engage 

In horrid conflict and deſtructive rage, 

Or to the void remove him far away, 

Or arm'd compel him to receive his ſway. 

Theſe were his thoughts, when from Eternal 
Might 

Aghaſt the Spirits pour'd their with fight. | 


Next ruſh'd ſtern Moloch Oer the livid ** ö 


| Rage in his looks, from tow'ring rocks he came, 
Where hills on hills with ſtormy toil he roll'd 


And graſp'd whole mountains, furious to behold. 
T his, ſhould the thund'ring foe their coaſt alarm, 
A ſtrong defence againſt his raging arm 


1 37 


He madly deems. When clad in vapours drear, - | 


From ſeas of fire the morn's pale beams appear, 
The gloomy nations of the fierce abode 

Behold him bending with a mighty load; 

With ſtruggling feet he climbs the rocky mound, 
The tumbling fragments ſend a hideous ſound. 
Oft as he piles the frowning rocks on high, 
And lifts them tow'ring to th' infernal ſky, 

In clouds he ſtands, and as with ruſhing roar 


The mountains tumbling ſhake the burning floor, 


Dreams, that his arm the raging thunder wields ; - 
The Demons wonder in their ghaſtly fields. 
Now from his rocks he furious ruſh'd along, 


And mov'd tempeſtuous through the parting throng: 


Girt with his ſounding armour on he flies, 
Gloomy as thunder in the blacken'd ſkies ; 
Behind his feet the falling mountains groan ; + ' 
So paſt he on, and reach'd the Monarch's throne, 


Next ſlowly ſtalking Belial took his place; 
A ſilent melancholy mark'd his face; 
From blaſted plains he came and gloomy groves, 
Where oft alone the penſive Spirit roves. 
Through the ſad haunts, depriv'd of genial beams, 
Death's ſable river flows in languid ſtreams. 
He ſtrives to form the plains of death anew, 
Fair as the Heav'ns, and pleaſing to the view; 
In vain—no beauty decks the dreary ſoil, 


And God with pity views his fruitleſs toil, 
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( 88 ) 
Fain would his wit the whicdwind Goode _ | 


And to mild Zephyrs calm its bluſt ring rage; 


But ever furious dire diſmay it brings, 

And terrors howl-in its deſtroying wings. 

Still far around a formleſs waſte extends, 
Deeper than ſight a dark abyſs deſcends. '. 
Heav'n's beauties ruſh an his afflited mind, 
Calm regions, ſhook by no tempeſtuous wind, 
Where like a blooming Seraph Spring diſplays, 
Eternal ſmiles, and ſheds impurpled Taps 
Glad would he chace the night and joyleſs gloom, 
And clothe his vallies in celeſtial bloom. 

The loſs torments his ſoul; with rage he ſighs, 
And fiercely rolls around his haggard eyes; 


Curſes the plains, that ſhapeleſs round him ſpread, 


Wide haunts of ſorrow, and conſuming dread, 
Dark, dreary, doleful, torn by furious ſtorms, 
Where Midnight broods in all her gloomieſt forms. 
Now to the Chief with downcaſt look he went, 
And ſat indignant on the throne's aſcent. 


Thou too ' mid ſul oh vous "RES that ever burn, 
Dread Magog, faw'it thy furious Lord's return. 
The ſea of Death his everlaſting bed, | 


From roaring gulphs he rear'd his horrid head. 


In tow'ring heaps the rolling waves divide, 
As grim he march'd along the fable tide. 


He curs'd th Almighty ; from his ſullen breaſt 


Dire curſes ever itorm; his fury knows no reſt : 


1 2. 


Since light'nings hurl'd him from the realms of joy, 


Malignant blaſphemies his ſoul employ. 
Hell would he quite extirpate in his rage, 
Though the dire toil require eternal age. 
/Now, as emerg'd he preſt the cheerleſs plain, 


He puſh'd whole hills into the ſwallowing main. 
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SONNET I. 


Now Nature reſts from her luxuriant birth, 
Again with ſnow the dreary hills are crown'd; 
Mute are the groves, and Winter throws 

around | | 
His cheerleſs veil and binds the barren earth: 


We, who ſo late, with ſcenes of rural 186 . 
Enraptur d, trod the orgs 6 
ground, 
And heard with carrals ev'ry aiſle reſound, 
How ſhall we ſeek again the lazy hearth ? 


2 | 
Vet Winter has its charms: the ſolemn hours 
To Contemplation's ſilent joys invite, 
- O'er ſoaring poet or inſtructive ſage : 
Moſt happy he, whoſe ſoul exalted tow'rs 
Above low cares, and taſtes the pure delight, 
That amply flows from Wiſdom's ſacred page. 


* 8 
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SONNET II. 


: OwEE T Bird! I bluſh to hear thy chiding lays, | 

That oft my dull ignoble ſloth accuſe; 

When Earth's green boſom, bath'd with 
wholeſome dews, - | 


Smiles to the purple morning 8 milder rays. 


Far better taſk to ſound my Maker's praiſe, 


Or mid fair dales and flow'ry lawns to muſe 
Harmonious ſong, than wrapt in ſloth, toloſe 


The precious prime of Summer's golden days. 


Lead me, ſweet Bird, to meads of new- blown flow ms 


To tangled woods, that breathe a rich perfume 
From. violet blue, or faintly-bluſhing roſe. 
Strip the gay 2 of their leafy 8 
Thou on my hearth. ſhalt 0 the live- long 


hours. 
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SONNET III. 


Soox as the vernal gales reviving bring 
The tender leaves and variegated flow! s, 
And earth imbibes the warm prolific ſliow'rs, 
With lively notes the woods and vallies ring: 


Sing on, ſweet warblers, with impatient wing 
Your pleaſures fly ; and ſoon the wint'ry hours 
Revolving, ſtrip once more your leafy bow'rs ; 
Thoſe notes, perhaps; will chear no ſecond 

ſpring. | 


Yet though your harmleſs days ſo ſwiftly flow, 
Your bliſs is unalloy'd: kind Heav'n denies 
The painful proſpect of impending woe: 
"Tis man's great priviledge with piercing eyes 
The threats of low'ring deſtiny to know, 
And taſte yet diſtant ſorrows, dearly wile. 
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SONNET II. "A 


| 


| Owzer Bird! I bluſh to hear thy chiding lays, 
That oft my dull igneble ſloth accuſe; 
When Earth's green boſom, bath'd with 
wholeſome dews, - 


Smiles to the purple morning's milder rays. 


FA 


Far better taſk to ſound my Maker's praiſe, 
Or mid fair dales and flow'ry lawns to muſe 
Harmonious ſong, than wrapt in ſloth, to loſe 
The precious . Summer's golden days. y 


Lead me, ſweet Bird, tomeads of new- blown 8 
To tangled woods, that breathe a rich perfume ” 
From violet blue, or faintly-bluſhing roſe. 

I can requite thee; when deſcending fnows 
Strip the gay foreſts of their leafy bloom, 
Thou on'my hearth. ſhalt * the n 

hours. 
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SONNET III. 


Soon as the vernal gales reviving bring 
The tender leaves and variegated. flow! x8, 
And earth imbibes the warm prolific ſhow'rs, 
With lively notes' the woods and yallies ring: 


Sing on, ſweet warblers, with impatient wing 
Your pleaſures fly ; and ſoon the wint'ry hours 
Revolving, ſtrip once more your leafy bow'rs ; 
Thoſe notes, perhaps, will chear no ſecond 

ſpring. 


Yet though your harmleſs days ſo ſwiftly flow, 
Your bliſs is unalloy'd: kind Heav'n denies 
The painful proſpect of impending woe: 
"Tis man's great priviledge with piercing eyes 
The threats of low'ring deſtiny to know, 
And taſte yet diſtant ſorrows, dearly wile. 
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SONNET IV. 


Mazjzsr:c Taſſo, whom cerulean fkies 
And genial ſuns for ever clad in gold, 
(Where the glad ſeaman's wond'ring eyes be- 
hold ; 
O er ſmiling waves delightful Naples riſe ; 


As in her calm ſmooth bay he fearleſs plies 
His glitt'ring oar) to match the bards of old 
Inſpir'd in verſe exalted rich and bold, | 
What boot the cold and drowzy pedant's cries? 


In the ſame myrtle ſhades and fragrant bow'rs 
Immortal Maro ſung : would he diſdain 
To own a lofty rival's glowing lay ? 

On Jordan's banks, when ſhadowy ev'ninglow'rs, 
Pleas d would he hear the lovelorn maid com- 


plain, 
Or through the groves of bright Armida 3 


„ 


SONNET 2 


Pg 


Now N ight's s dim hours a ſolemn ſilence keep, 
Save that ſtrange ſounds the ſtartled ear aſſail; 

And waves, ſlow-broken by the feeble gale, 

With plaintive murmurs daſh the rocky ſteep ; 


Or Watch-dog, ſtarting from diſorder'd ſleep, 
| Yayo the high moon, whoſe circle mild and 
pale, | 
Wrapt in a fleecy ct 8 tranſparent veil, 
Pours a faint glimmer o'er the deſert _ 
The ſoul e all her cumults ceaſe ; 
Her only wiſh, the day's vain buſineſs Oer, 
To drown her cares in ſweet forgetful peace: 
Til freſh-ey'd morning clothes in mantle hoar 
The dewy hills, and cheerful day's increaſe 
Summons the lighten'd heart to toil once more. 
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SONNET VI. 


P ook Steed ! in whom the faint remains I trace 

Of noble courage, ſcarce in mis'ry fled; 
Though doom'd an abject tyrant's laſh to dread, 
And drag thy cruel load with tardy pace : 


Ah! * avails thee now thy high-bred race, 
Thy proudly-arching neck and ſtately head, 
That oft withlight'ning's ſpeed triumphant led 

To the warm glories of the gen'rous chace? 


Of all thy faithful toils what meed is thine ? 
Thy thankleſs maſter, who, when Riff ning 
years 
Child thy high blood, with ſordid av'rice 
gave 
To hard unpitying hearts thy frail decline, 
Expects a happier lot: thou, doom'd to tears, 
Haſt thou no hopes but in the gloomy grave? 


Hawxosr , whoſe ſtrains the captive ſoul command, | 
Oft as by life's ungrateful cares oppreſt 
I droop, or, ſorrows brooding in my breaſt, 
The prey of ſpeechleſs ps ſtand: 


Rouz'd by thy ſolemn ſounds my thoughts expand, 
And ev'ry wild emotion ſinks to reft ; 
On balmy clouds I float amid the bleſt, 
And ſhare the raptures of the heav'nly band. 


Cold moraliſts! to whom ſweet Mufic's pow'r 

Is but a charm to ſmooth the rugged way 

Of guilt: from her, reclin'd in penſive bow'r, 

Oft has the Poet FE. nobleſt lay ; | 
Her magic bids in many a torpid hour 

The waking ſoul's ſublimer paſſions play. 


Fe 


SONNET VIII. 


Tov rural ſource of Medway's ſilent ſtream, 
By ev'ning's ſober light I range along 


Thy rocky banks; when now the louder ſong 
Of day is huſh'd, and Heſper' s tranquil beam 


Calls forth the wie night-bird's tender theme 
Of love and cruel loſs. Here not the throng 
Of noiſy trade does yet thy paſtures wrong; 
And ſtill they ſuit the lonely poet's dream : 


Grateful to them, whoſe unambitious ſoul, 
Far too refin'd for loud tumultuous joys, 
Thoſe empty pleaſures of the vulgar great, 
But aſks for days, that calm and ſilent roll 
Like thee ; while no rude guſt of grief annoys 
Their ſimple courſe, a low, but happy ſtate. 


—— 
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SONNET IX. 
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No more the ſkies ſerenely blue appear, 
Which late with joy the peaceful peaſant 
view'd; 
Nor 4 his meads, where bloom'd the 
flow'ry food, 
Hu to the labours of his patient ſteer, 


He moles . : but with drooping ear 
Low ſinks the corn, by furious ſtorms ſubdu'd; 
And o'er pale earth eternal vapours brood, 
To blaſt the promiſe of the plenteous year. 


Such is the life of man: his cheerful way 
Awhile the cloudleſs fun of hope illumes ; 
Light joy and pleaſure wing the feſtive day. 
Secure he roves mid bow'rs of ſweet perfumes: 
But ſoon his diſappointed eyes ſurvey 
The toilſome road o'ercaſt with black'ning 
glooms. | 


1 SONNET X. 


Swrrr is the hour, when ſtealing ſhadows cloſe 
The face of things, and, as the ſober light 
Slow fades, the pleaſant fields retire from 


ſight, 
And weary Nature ſinks to mute . | 


By fits the ſheep-bell ſounds, or heifer lawys 
Till all is ſilent, and the queen of night 
Slow from the dark blue heav'n appears more 
: bright, | | 
And o'er the world her ſilver mantle throws. 


Far in the gloom of ſome romantic wood, 
Where ſoundsno mortal ſtep, the ſage ſublime, 
Rapt in high muſing, feeds on ſolemn themes; ; 
Immortal life, the firſt eternal good, 
Pure friendſhip's laws, th unfathom'd depth 


of time, 
By turns all mingle with his ing dreams. 
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SONNET XI. 


2 - " 4 
a „ 


How oft, Cornubia, to my longing ſoul 
Thy barren heaths and ſimple cots ariſe; 
Where ſoils ungenial ſcorn thy milder ſkies, 
Nor ſtreams majeſtic thro' thy valleys roll: 


For ev'n thoſe fullen hills, whoſe frowns controul 
The ſhudd' ring thoughts, before the pilgrim's 
eyes | „ 
Calling dread ſhapes, my filial boſom ſighs 
To climb once more, of all my cares the goal. 


Hail naked rocks! with huge and ſhapeleſs ſtones 
O'ertpread, of Druid pomp the wild remains; 
Its native ſail the warm empaſſion'd breaſt 
Still full of painful pleaſing longing owns; 
Ev'n bleeds to view its pale and leafleſs plains, 
Seats of pure infant joy and blameleſs reft. 


(98 3 


SONNET XII. 


——ů— 


O Friend! when ſmiling ſkies and Zephyrs call, 
Forbear in towns the blooming hour to loſe 
Nor Nature's pure and ſimple charms refuſe 
For coſtly banquets or the midnight ball. 


Yet here no ſtately tow'rs, no ſtoried hall, 
But twilight groves, where roaming bards 
may muſe, 
Fair ſunny hills, and fields of various hues, 
And itreams, that down the ſloping valley 


From Earth to Heav'n the ſoaring ſpirit raiſe : 
And the ſweet nn bird, that all night 
long 
In ſhadowy thickets pours the plaintive ſtrain, 
Melts the warm ſoul to paſſion with her ſong : 
Yet poor theſe charms, and dim the ſmiling | 
days, 7 
While far my friend's enliv'ning looks remain. 


SONNET XIII. 


ee a 
— — — 


ITIs ſweet to view in ſafety from the ſhore 
A veſſel rolling on the ſtormy main, 
Pleas'd to eſcape ourſelves the dang'rous roar, 
Not that we triumph in another's pain. 


Tis ſweet when loud conflicting cannons pour 
Their ghaſtly rage, to view the gleamy plain, 
Where nejghing ſteeds toſs high the floating 
mane, | 1 
And trample warriors gaſping in their gore. 


But ſweeter far the tranquil heights to gain 
Of Wiſdom, rais'd above the madding crowd; 
Thence to look down on all their tumults vain 
And needleſs fears, as through the maze they ſtray 
Of Error, loſt in Superſtition's cloud, 


Where darkling ſtill they roam, and find no 
day. | | 


too ) 


SONNET XIV. 


— 


6 ————— 


AThouſand griefs o'ercaſt our fleeting day : 
On moſt diſeaſe and chilling want attend, 
Dim the few j joys the fates in pity ſend, 

And veil in clouds the ſun's all-gladd' ning ray. 


With hopeleſs os on now we pine away; 
Now o'er the bier of ſome departed friend 
With ſwelling heart diſconſolate we bend ; 


Thoſe looks, that voice, which chear'd our 


anxious way, 


Warm Mem'ry paints in all her glowing hues; 
V rom her each hour of ſocial joy receives 
A double charm: yet lull'd by hope we reſt, 
Nor ſhed for ever pale affliction's dews ; 
And e'en the fond regret, which pleaſure 


leaves, | 
Is not unpleaſing to the tender breaſt. 


T. 


But 


In t 
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SONNET XV. 


Szars of my childhood ! yon low roofs impart | 
The mem'ry of thoſe _ when pure from 
ſtain, 
4 wander'd b o'er your ſylvan reign, 
A ſtranger yot to love's dewitching ſmart, 


To dim-ey'd . care, or ſorrow's dart, 
Or knowledge, man's chief ornament and bane, 
That gives to feel with keener ſenſe of pain 


The various pangs, that wound the human 


heart. 


But moſt your ſcenes to warm remembrance raiſe 
A mother's tender looks, ere age decay 'd 
Her with' ring form, to ſhades of death con- 
ſign d, 5 has tr: | 
In the firſt bloſſom of my vernal days, 
The debt of filial piety unpaid, 
That ſweet employment to the virtuous mind, 
————y 
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SONNET XIV. 
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ArThouſand griefs o'ercaſt our fleeting day : 
On moſt diſeaſe and chilling want attend, 
Dim the few joys the fates in pity ſend, 
And veil in clouds the ſun's all-gladd'ningray. 


With hopeleſs paſſion now we pine away ; 
Now o'er the bier of ſome departed friend 
With ſwelling heart diſconſolate we bend ; 
Thoſe looks, that voice, which chear'd our 


anxious way, 


Warm Mem'ry paints in all her glowing hues; 
From her each hour of ſocial joy receives 
A double charm : yet lull'd by hope we reſt, 
Nor ſhed for ever pale affliction's dews ; 
And een the fond regret, which pleaſure 


leaves, 
Is not unpleaſing to the tender breaſt. 
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But 
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SONNET XY, 


Scars of my childhood ! yon low roofs impart 
The mem'ry of thoſe ys when pure from 


ſtain, 
I wander'd careleſs o'er your tran reign, 


A ſtranger yet to love's bewitching ſmart, 
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To dim-ey'd hopeleſs care, or ſorrow's dart, 
Or knowledge, man's chief ornament and bane, 
That gives to feel with keener ſenſe of pain 
The various pangs, that wound the human 


heart. 
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But moſt your ſcenes to warm remembrance raiſe 
A mother's tender looks, ere age decay'd 
Her with'ring form, to ſhades of death con- 
ſign'd, 
In the firſt bloſſom of my vernal days, 


The debt of filial piety unpaid, 
That ſweet employment to the virtuous mind, 
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SONNET XVI, 
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P ENSHURST, whoſe moſs- grown tow'rs in hoary 
ſtate = 
Frown o'er the meads, where filent Medway 
flows ; 
Where erſt the gallant Sidney ſought repoſe, 
And left for ſong the fields of bloody fate, 


The bard admitting at his ſocial gate : = 
And he, who fir'd with ancient learning roſe, 
To fave his country from impending woes, 
Free as his teachers, ev'n in ruin great : 


How art thou chang'd ! beſide the murm'ring fall 
Of ſome lone rill, that ſeems in fairy ground, 
No gentle bard now hears the Muſe's call ; 
With no proud hoſpitality reſound 
The rafter d roofs of yon deſerted hall, 
With helms and formidable lances crown d. 
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( 103 ) 


SONNET XVII. 
—̃— 


Ar length the hour of ſocial bliſs is paſt, | 

And Friendſhip's voice no more my ſoul ex- 
pands : | 8 e 

From gen'rous mirth I go to gloomier lands, 

Where the dull ling'ring moments ſeem go laſt 


A tedious age: like ſome lone wand'rer caſt 
By ſullen ſtorms on wild and trackleſs ſands, 
Or cheerleſs pine, that all forſaken ſtands 
On the bare heath, where howls the wint'ry 
blaſt. E 


On rapid wing life's deareſt moments haſte ; 
Our varied ſtate allows not joy to flow 
In one continual ſtream: Heav'n dooms to 
taſte | | 
By turns the never-failing cup of woe ; 
Or in the gulph of cold indiff rence plac'd 
Nor bliſs nor pain our languid ſenſes know. 
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SONNET XVIII. 


Iuruxrrixo Heav'n's blue vault with genial rays 

Sweet Spring returns; once more I love to 
meet 

The fwain on ſome tall mountain's airy ſeat, 


When Morning firſt hercrimſon bluſh diſplays: 


Once more, ye groves, in whoſe romantic ways 
So oft I roam'd, I come with hallow'd feet, 

To pour my numbers in your wild retreat, 

. Reſponſive to the blackbirds echoing lays. 


Yet ſome there are, who bent on laviſh gain, 
Can look on this fair change with careleſs 
eyes, | 
And ſee unmov'd new flow'rets paint the plain: 
For me in vain no vernal ſun ſhall riſe; 
My heart ſtill beats to hear the warbling train, 
The verdant fields to view and azure ſkies. 


I 
ö 7 


SONNET XIX, 


Wiru lawns fo verdant and with ſkies fo bright, 
And rills, whoſe murmur ſooths to fweet re- 
' pole, ES, 
And rocks, where many a ſcatter'd wild-flow's 
grows, | | 
And bow'rs, whoſe arching roofs and verdant 


light 


To muſings calm the ſilent bard invite, 
And dells, where fearleſs of the blaſting ſnows 
Beneath pale wint'ry ſuns the violet blows, 
Why art thou yet unpleaſing to my ſight ? 


In vain for him does beauteous Nature ſmile, 


With whom no friends of ſoul congenial ſhare 


Each lov'd enjoyment ; ah delightful ſcene! 
Could'ſt thou indeed my anxious thoughts beguile, 

Nor, thus recalling abſent charms, impair . 

Thy own, and make my moments leſs ſerene. 
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SONNET XX. 
— 


Porsv'p by terrors, worn with ſecret palin, 
From Eſte's lord Torquato bent his flight; 
For him was pale the ſun's all gladd'ning 
light, | 
Nor Rome's proud tow” rs, nor warm Cala- 
brian plain, | 


Nor where glad Naples overlooks the main, 
Nor Arno's myrtle bow 1 rs could charm his 
ſight: 
His day was gloomy, and the peaceful . 
Saw him alike with downcaſt head complain. 


Nor fiercer frenzy whirl'd his ſenſes round, 
And now he wore the ideot's vacant ſtare : 
Sad fate! for who, to be like him renown'd, 
The pain of feelings ſo refin'd would bear ? 
| Whofor long years endure the wakeful wound 
Of hopeleſs love, and ſlow-conſuming care? 


* 
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[] 


SONNET xxl. 
—— 


O Thou, with whom my boſom ſhar'd of yore 


The ſweets of friendſhip, when in Oxford's 


bow'rs | 
Learning and mirth employ'd the fleeting 
hours, . | 2 
Or way-ward dreams on Cherwell's rural 
ſhore; | 


Where, pleas'd the charms of nature to explore, 
We mark'd the glowing ſpring's firſt-op'ning 
flowers; | | 
Oft as with ſoul ſerene thoſe learned tow'rs 
We left, intent on more enchanting lore; 


When ſhall we range once more our loy'd retreats? 
Whence now divided far, in other climes, 
At Duty's earneſt call we leave reſign'd 

Thoſe harmleſs pleaſures ; ſtill on diſtant ſeats 

Looking with fond regret, and former times 
Recalling anx1ous to the muſing mind. 
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SONNET XXII. 


— äZ[ã — 
— — — 


Fair as the morning ſhines our vernal age, 
Yet not unclouded is the ſmiling ſcene ; 
And few on beds of flow'rs repoſe ſerenc, 
Safe from each wilder paſſion's headlong rage; 


Alas! what art their fury can aſſuage 
In feeling ſouls? and Care with faded 
mien 1 
Oft waits us, ev'n when life is freſh and green, 
Unknown, unfriended, on the world's wide 


ſtage. | 


For ſome in vain yon golden ſun diſplays 
His joyful luſtre, while with downcaſt head 
They mourn in melancholy's cheerleſs ways: 
And, like the roſe in early bloſſom ſhed, 
Some leave repining their ſweet blooming 
days, f | 
And, pleaſing Life ſgarce taſted, join the dead. 


(109) 


SONNET XXIII. 
— mo 


Trov, on whoſe rocks in ſavage grandeur pil'd, 
And beetling with grey foreheads o'er thy 
ſtreams, | 
All ſilent feeding on my N dreams 
I ſat, lone Melancholy's muſing child; 


No more 1 ſeek thy views 1 and wild. 
Or when freſh morning with unſteady gleams 
Whitens the caſt, or eve with dying beams 
Walks o'er the penſive vallies cool and mild. 


Yet take one farewell tear: thy groves and plains, 
Thy primroſe-ſcatter'd dells, thy lowing 
meads, 
Full deep are imag'd in this grateful heart; 
So oft their charms have ſooth'd my ſecret pains: 
| Whence now with true regret my boſom 
| bleeds 


From them, as lov'd companions, to depart. 


= 


— 


SONNET XXIV. 


ä—— — em 


N YE walls for gallantry and knighthood fam'd, 
Which oft with ſounds of ſocial pleaſure rung, 
| Y- groves and lawns, where . s tune- 


ful Wague 
To ev'ry xitying ſtream his Iove proclaim'd, 


And each wild echo Sachariſſa nam'd ; 
And where, cſcap'd from pomp, great oy 
ſtrung 
His paſſion-breathing lute, and wildly ſung, 
No bard explores you now with feet unblam'd. 


Vet ſuffer me to breathe your vernal gales, 
No lofty bard, but of that gentle train, 
Who love to mark in woods and pathleſs vales 

Each rural ſweet ; and wand'ring o'er the plain, 
Deeds of old proweſs and romantic tales 
To muſe, and hear the nightingale complain. 


( ui } 


SONNET XXV. 
— 


CarRwEILI, if ever on thy Willowy ſhore 
Ling'ring I gaz'd with more than vulgar eyes, 
Where richly green thy level landſcape lies, 
Bounded by elm-clad hills and turrets hoar ; 


If e'er by thee I mus'd on ancient lore, 
Or what proud Thames or beauteous Seine 
ſupplies, 85 
r Arno bleſt with pure cerulean ſkies ; 
Or heard in thought Teutonia's trumpet roar. 


Now as returning from the paths of care 
J come once more to thy ſequeſter'd ſtreams; 
Deign, as erewhile in Life's glad vernal day, 
My faint and fick'ning ſpirits to repair; 
And cheer with viſions wild and pleaſing 
dreams St 
My ſilent, free, and unambitious way. 


( 112) 


SONNET XXVI. 


—ůů—ů 


— 


. ſacred ſpirit ! that inſpird ſt of yore 


On Datecarlia's rugged hills the ſoul 

Of mighty Vaſa, when in baſe centroul 

Sad Sweden out, © and from the neighb'ring 
ſhore 


Ruin and chains the dark oppreſſor bore ; 
Again ariſe! and from the frozen pole ” 
Advancing, fix not there thy hallow'd goal 
Thee Belgium, France, Geneva, now implore! 


O burſt their chains; and let mankind behold 
Io Europe's fartheſt bounds thy banner ſpread; 
Whence kings may know, that ſpite of = * 
or gold | 
They govern but to bleſs ; and nations led 
By Britain's high example, uncontroul'd 
May dare to live, and ſcorn all laviſh dread. 


S ———. . —i 


SONNET XXVII. 
— 


Sraows is the path of life with various woes, 
And true it ſeems, that Man would gladly 
reſt, | | 
Where no ſad fears and waſting cares moleſt, 

In the calm ſhades of undiſturb'd repoſe : 


Yet, when our weary pilgrimage we cloſe, 
A warm regret diſturbs the aching breaſt, 
To leave thoſe fields in ſmiling verdure dreſt, 
That ſun, whoſe orb with golden luſtre glows. 


Sweet friendſhip's charms and love's endearing ties 
Hold back the ſoul, and draw a tender tear; 


And though warm faith might chaſe the diſ- 
mal gloom, 


In fancy lifted to her promis'd ſkies, 
The mind miſgiving oft with anxious fear 
Sees a dark dreary waſte beyond the tomb. 


114 . 


SONNET XXVIII. 


= ͤ ſH—[——— —:—ʃ 


Blxsr be the day, when ſuperſtitious Fear 
And holy Fraud receiv'd their fatal wound, 
For cloyſter'd Guilt's eternal fall renown'd, 
To Freedom, Reaſon, and Religion dear ! 


Yet envy not the penſive bard a tear, ; 
As with lone ſtep he treads the hallow'd 
ground, 
Where long the plaintive arts a refuge found 


From feudal diſcord and 7 e barb'rous ſpear. 


Here too the ſage, the boiſt'rous world reſign'd, 
His ſober eve of life might paſs ſerene, 
And undiſturb'd his wand' "_ Og com- 

poſe: 

And hopeleſs Love might here that ſilence find 


So dear to grief-worn breaſts, and all unſeen 
Nouriſh the ſoft regret, and pour her woes, 


. 


SONNET XXIX. 
——— 


WI ETHER ſad Paulo's love, or he, whoſe tomb 
The ſcenes of dim futurity diſplay'd, 
Now charm thy ſoul; or Iſabella's ſhade 
Sped in ſoft numbers, or the magie bloom 


Of Armid's iſle, or that dread thicket's gloom; 
Or ſtol'n by Ferrad, the cloyſter'd maid, 
Whoſe wrongs nnn 8 maſon knight 

repaid 
By no unjuſt, yet ah! too cruel doom; ; 


Or whether on a cliff's dark nde reclin'd, 
And liſt'ning to the torrent's ſullen roar, 
Sad Abbadona melt thy ſerious mind, 
Or Troy's brave guardian, breathleſs on the ſhore, 
Or hapleſs Dido; theſe awhile reſign'd, 
O charm us with thy own delightful lore, 


SONNET XXX. 


—— — 


AN artleſs bard, that on thy ſhores reclin'd, 
Full oft has felt thy mild and balmy airs 
Revive his drooping frame, with ardent pray'rs 
To thee of late a much-lov'd friend confign'd, 


Of open manners, and of ſenſe refin'd : 
O ſteal his boſom from intruding cares, 
And ſooth the fell diſeaſe, that long impairs 
His languid pow'rs, and dampshis genial mind. 


Grac'd as he is with all the Muſe's lore, 


His favour'd head from threat'ning harm de- 


fend; 85 
And let the maids, that pace thy lovely ſhore, 
His hours to brighten, on his ſteps attend: 
Elſe ſhall thy beauties charm my eyes no more, 
Hard and relentleſs to ſo ſweet a friend. 


Th 


Fox 
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SONNET XXXI. 
— 


| Amo the fading groves I love to hear q 11; | 
The falling leaf, when howling winds moleſt 
The ſky in low'ring glooms of autumn reſt, 
Whoſe cheerleſs muſic ſuits the mourner's ear. 


The filent groves, the heav'ns now dark and drear, 
With pleaſing ſadneſs melt the tender breaſt, 
Though with reverted looks awhile we reſt 
On LE ſcenes, which —_ Ads nes 


For tho' / diſturbing cares and ſecret ſighs 
A dark ning ſhade on joys yet preſent caſt, 
And all the finer ſenſe of bliſs deſtroy; ; 
With fweet regret we hang on moments pait, 
Which oft to fond reflection s partial eyes 
Wear the pure ſumſtrine of unmingled joy. 


4: 88: }} 
SONNET XXXII. 
— 
Ike HIN, as erſt, while ſober ev'ning lowers, 
In penfive mood I trace thy flow'ry fide, 
And gaze on the pure cryſtal of thy tide ; 
Or view 'mid cluſt'ring clms the mol grown 
towrs, | | I 
5 
Where kings TIA and "Inns s learned 
bow” rs, | 
Or that calm Sr where remote 3 
pride | 


And life's fore ſtorms, nat AP his ROY, 

—_—_ 1 waits his OY hours. 

And now my ears delighted catch the found / 

| Of thoſe ſweet bells, that o'er the bleating vale _ 
Melodious ring from Twyford's rural bound: 

Nor yet, lov'd hill, thy wonted pleaſures fail: 
But Teſs charm'd explore this happy ground, 

In riper years, when other cares prevail. 


SONNET XXXIII. 


IF „by the trumpet's voice and din of fight 
Torn from his native Alps, the ſoldier hears 
The ſimple ſong, that charm'd his early years, 
His ſullen ſoul repining loathes the light : 


In double beauty to his longing ſight 
| His humble cot and barren field appears; 
His hollow cheeks are ever bath'd in tears, 
And ſocial joys no mote his heart delight. 


So 1, at mention of the much-lov'd name 
Of my ſoul's miſtreſs, all confounded ſtart, 
As one heart-ſtruck ; and ev'ry nobler aim, 
That charm'd before, I feel at once depart; 
At thought of her each wonted joy is tame, 
And ſhe alone poſſeſſes all my heart. 


SONNET XXXIV. 


— — 
From Tommafo Caſtellani. 


—— 


F AR from thefe ſmiling ſkies, O day of pain! 
Urg'd by hard fate, my flocks, we're mom's 
to go 
To other climes, where gales leſs balmy blow, 
Nor ſuns ſo genial cheer the toiling ſwain. 


I my ſoul's joy, and you your fruitful plain 
For ever leave, with ſorrowing ſteps and flow : 
But thou, ill-ſuited to my gloomy woe, 
In theſe my native bow'rs, lov'd pipe, remain. 


Mov'd by thy ſight, my cruel fair may yield 
Her frozen breaſt to pity, many a ſong 
Rememb'ring fad, which pleas'd in former 

years: 

Thus with his flocks from his paternal field 
The hopeleſs ſhepherd penſive mov'd along, 
Their footſteps bathing with his copious tears. 


— moe — 
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SONNET XXXV. 


_ tons 


Frem Petrarch 269. 


— 


Tur genial gales return, and with them bring 


The leaves and flow'rs, their [weetly-ſmiling | 


train ; 
Once more they lead the blue and tranquil 


 —- ſpring, 
And wake the nightingale' 8 melodious ſtrain: 


In ev'ry grove the joyous warblers ſing, | 
The ſun beholds ſerene the fruitful plain, 
And all that creep, or ſoar on painted wing, 
Inſpir d by love, confeſs his pleaſing reign. 


But not for me the genial gales return, 
Or blooming earth in vernal flow'rs is dreſt; 
While for that beauteous form I fondly boa 
Too early wafted to the realms of reſt: 

Save the ſad charm of weeping o'er her urn, 
All joy is dead to this unhappy breaſt, 


— 
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SONNET XXXVI. 


From Petrarch 279, 


; — 


1 Feel once more thy Zephyrs waft perfume, 
Sweet-ſmiling hill! wi ere rov'd the beauteous 
fair, | : Tp: 
My ſoul's firſt pleaſure once, and now my 

care, To | | 
Stretch'd as ſhe is in night's eternal gloom. 


O my fond fooliſh hopes! the flow'ry bloom 
Is faded now, o'erhung the cheerful air; 
The vales, where erſt ſhe ſung, are mute and 


bare, 


My pleaſing dwelling, and my deſtin'd tomb. 


I hop'd at length in her delicious arms 
From all my ills to find a calm repoſe, 
And loſe the mem'ry of my piteous harms : 
A cruel lo d I ſerv d; ſince nought but woes 
He gave, while yet I ſaw her heav'nly charms; 
Now o'er her mould'ring duſt my ſorrow flows. 


— — N — 
- 


SONNET xxxvII. 


Wur w ſhall I view thee, Rome! my boſom 


glows 

To tread the fields, where erſt the er 
ſage, 

Mild Horace, lung; and, mit with manly 
rage, 


| Great Tully thunder'd at his nougtry' s foes; 


And Cæſar ſunk beneath th' indignant blows 
Of falling Freedom. O degen'rate age! 
Where earth's proud * plann'd the mighty 


Page, c 
The ſons 8 holy Indolence repoſe. 


Alas! how chang from ber, Who ſtretched * 
ſway 
From frozen Thule to where Ganges rolls 
His ſacred tide, the realms of riſing day: 
Now Superſtition's iron chain controuls 
The daring mind, and gives to vice a prey 
And narrow prieſtcraft thoſe unconquer'd ſouls. 


—  — ———— 


I 4 


SONNET XXXVIII. 
— 


ILL-boding bird! that ev'ry coming ſpring 
With thy unwelcome notes doſt wound mine 
ear; 
Ere yet the tender nightingale doth cheer __ 
The groves, and hope to muſing lovers bring; 


Sadden'd by thee, in vain the green woods ring 
With all their muſic, and the new-born year 
Puts forth her ſweeteſt bloom; ſince doubt, 

and fear, 


And ſcorn, and hard EET thou doſt ſing. 


Boon nature's faireſt gifts but faintly pleaſe, 
Whilſt thou, coarſe bird, in thy ungentle 
mood 
Doſt tell of luckleſs love; the heartfelt pain 
Of unavailing fondneſs, reft of eaſe 
And hopeleſs, cold uncheriſh'd ſolitude; 
Youth unenjoy'd, and wiſhes crown d in vain. 


( 125 ) 


SONNET XXXIX. 


— OO — 


Miro orb of ev'ning, gentle ſtar of love! 
Thou doſt illume with thy benignant ray 
Theſe ſolemn wonders; ſtony fragments grey, 
Wild-foaming torrcnts, and huge cliffs above, 


And Snowdon, mighty mountain, high o'er all 
Lifting his regal head, of tyrant age 
Regardleſs, and the ſtorm's unpitying rage, 
That threats ev'n Heav'n's firm baſe with 

hideous fall. 


So paſling dread the ſcene, which thou, meek light, 
Doſt brighten ; yet this fearful ſolitude 
For thy calm ſmile, methinks, is all too rude, 
And thou doſt better ſuit haunts of delight; 
| Where to the wand'rer lone thou would'ſt im- 
Dear tender thoughts of her, who owns his 
heart. | | 


ll 


(126) 


SONNET XL. 
1 —— 


Tais beauteous thruſh , Whoſe liquid ſong did float 
Sweet on the vernal breeze, and ſooth my ear 
his morn, is cold, and ſilent is his throat, | 

That hail'd with extacy the new-born year. 


His widow'd mate from noon till ſetting ſun 
Calls round the neſt, and thinks he foon will 
hear ; 
In vain! for oh a piteous deed is done, 
And yet, poor bird, thou ſhalt not want. a tear: 


Whether from him, who ee ſong 
Did ſeek theſe ſhades to wake his penſive lyre; 
Or who, by love ſequeſter'd from the throng, 
Here fed his fancy on his heart's deſire; 
Or one, perchance, who'droop'd with cruel 
wrong; 
For thou could ſt gladden them, and ome 
Inſpire. 


N ͤ EE. 


Page &. On Roche rock.) A ſingular maſs of rock, on 
which is built a religious cell, near the great weſtern road. 
from Bodmin to Traro. | 5 


And wats the ſun's.) Sæpiuſque egreditur et ingreditur 
cellam, et Solem velut ad occaſum tardius properantem cre- 
brius intuetur. A ftrong deſcription ! [ Caſſian, Inſtit. 10. 
1.) The laſt circumſtance is moſt beautifuliy applied by 
Homer to Ulyſſes, 


P. 8. Spring, how delighted.] The reader of Italian may | 
here recollect, and ſomewhat to my coſt, the exquiſite O 
Primavera of Guarini, 


How 1 the calm.] 


. "THE graff\ y lane, ſo 2 pac'd, 
With azure flow'rets idly grac'd 
. W Ode 7. 


J have received much amuſement from the poems cf this 
elegant writer, He has far gr ater merit than many critics 
are willing to allow. On the poetical ſhelf of a man of ge- 
neral taſte Warton muſt not be omitted. His pleaſing rural 
images are highly gratifying toan obſerver of Nature, 


1 


. 9. And drink rich odours.] 


Save that by fits the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale. 
Warton's firſt of April. 


P. 12. Nor all they, Frauklin, fear.) Ameng the many 
ſtrange inſtances of me dern ſophiſtry, is to be reckoned the 
attem pt to degrade this virtu2us man. But his name will go 
down to poſterity far more ſpotleſs than their's, who have en- 
deavoured to vi ify it. 


P. 13. Her voice, ſar-ſlouting.] The reader will recellect 
that Dr. Franklin di-d at an early period of the French Re. 
volution. One f the grea'eſt legiſlative aſſemblies, thar ever 
met, [againſt wh-m the deſ,,ots f Europe were even then 
plotting] did him the rare and di. i gui ed honour of wear- 
ing mourning for Lim. About the ſame time, they had 
frequent occaſion to pronounce tlie ſublime oath, Which con- 
_ cludes this poem. ; 


P. 16. If thou canfl deem.) The reader, who has a taſte 
for thoſe intereſtirg writings, which, while they inform the 
underſtanding, meliorate the heart, will allow me to remind 
him of Rouſſeau's — c character of his Spaniſh friend 


. 


But chief, where beak Dunheved.] The old name of 
' Launceſton, The keep and ſome broken walls now form the 
venerable remains of its ancient caſtle ; whoſe origin, I be- 
lieve, eludes the antiquary's ſearch. The keep is ſituated on 
an eminence, and from ſeveral poines of view Bs highly pic- 
tureſque. 


P. 17. From We J reireats.] A ſeat of the Duke 
of Northumberland. 
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| Aud Devon“: lulls.} From this agreeable ſpot Dartmoor 
has the appearance of a diſtant mountain, 


But chief old Carnbr?'s.} A hill near Redruth, famous for 
Druidical antiquities. It is ſeen to advantage from Tehiddy , 


the ſeat of Sir Francis Baſſet. 


P. 18, From the high Gorſeddau.] The place, whence 
the Druids pronounced ſentence, or delivered their inſtrue- » 
tions. For an account of the Britiſh Antiquities cf Corn- 
wall, ſee Borlaſe's learned hiſtory. This work mu de 2 
better, were it leſs pe 


See the Logan fland.] Of the Lau or tte Aves Mr, 
Maſon has made a fublime uſe in his Tragedy of Carac- 


tacus. 


Andinas lifts his barren head.) Caſtel- an- dinas, commonly 5 
called Caſtle hill, a famous ericampment, vulgarly eſteemed 
Paniſh, but more properly attributed to the Romans. It is 


near St. Cen. 175 1 


P. 19. Save where how Mawgan's. 1 In this pleaſing ſpot 
is an old - ſcat of the Arundel family, now, I am n the 


receptacle of a party of French nuns. , 


Or Reſtormel 510 75. Formerly a 1 of the Cornith | 
princcs. | 
P. 20. And Fa! unfolds.) The iwer from which Falmouth 
dcrives its name. | 


Content „ rom Lifboa' s brighter * J This . is 
literally true. f 
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| Appears the roct.] St. Michael's mount, which, being 
itſelf a ſtriking object, commands a very fine view. On the 
ſummit of the rock is an ancient religious houſe, now a reſi- 
dence of Sir J cha St. Aubyn. 


P. 23. Haller.] Th's great man polſelee a true nth 
genius, and his taſte was ſuperior to that of any German 
poet whom I have met with. In the Alps, of which I here 
give the exordium, there is good deſcription, and noble 
' ſentimen's cf Literty and Virtue. The humane and Ggalfied | 
ſoul of the writer is conſpicuous,throughout. 


P. 26. Where Freedom reigns.) A glorious ſentiment, 
worthy of the Author | | 


P. 28. Perſes 40 Liberty.) From the firſt appearance of 
Liberty in France, the ſpontaneous dictates of my heart, 
derived from thoſe prirciples which I had imbibed in medi- 
tating on Man's nature, his ſocial capacities, and the hiſtory 


of free conſtitutions both ancient and modern, and which - 


were ſomewhat nouriſhed perhaps and ſtrengthened by the 
grand ſentiments of thoſe glorious and immortal writers, 
whom Hobbes, for the ſake of peace and good order would 
have devoted to deſtruction, led me to favour it with no ſmall 
degree of ardour. Nor do I even now repent of my attach- 
ment; eſteeming it a very important point in all deciſions to 
diſtinguiſh between principles and the abufe of them, between 
what is eſſential, and what merely accidental. I have felt 
as much as any man for the exceſſes, which have accompanied 
this important change; but theſe are no more the neceſſary 
conſequences of French principles, than all the horrors com- 
mitted in the name of Chriſtianity are the neceſſary conſe- 
quences of that religion. It was perfidy and ſelfiſh reſiſtance, 
that chiefly covered France with ſcaffolds and blood. That 
the deſpotic Governments ſhould have been alarmed, is no 


(i 11 * 


wonder; and it was their nature to oppoſe that which, being 
intended for the general happineſs, was inconſiſtent with their 


. own wicked intereſts, But principles and opinions, pro- 


vided they are founded in truth, are invariably ſuperior to 
force ; from reſiſtance they derive-new energy, and, in the 
end, a more eſtabliſhed dominion. Their enemies defeat 
their own ends, exhauſt their reſources, and commit unin- 
tentionally an act of ſuicide, For nearly in the ratio of their 
efforts, the authority of what they oppoſe increaſes, and 
conſequently their own declines. It is through the ordeal of 
defamation and reſiſtance, that mankind have obtained the 
greateſt ſocial bleſſings. Truth is invincible ; Mcr/es profun- 
do, pulcrior evenit. The preſent ſhocking and diſaſtrous war 
will, in all probability, haſten the zra of the formation of 
many free conſtitutions, | 


By that brave pair] I leave Harmodius and Ariſtogeiton 
in quiet poſſeſſion of their poezical character, notwithſtanding 
the leſs favourable. account of Thucydides may deſerve 
greater credit. | 


By him, who fir'd.] The virtuous Brutus; in my opinion 
the moſt virtuous of the Romans. Honourable indeed was 
the teſtimony of his enemies, that he alone of all, who con- 
ſpired againſt Cæſar, had from the beginning to the end but 
one ſingle object, namely, to reſtore to his country men their 

ancient conſtitution,—Sce Plutarch, in his Life. 


| F. 31. Caftel-an-dinas.] See note on Andinas, p. 18. 


P. 33. There's not a eyranny.] The criet treatment of 
animals is ſo general, that a man, who thinks and feels, can 


ſcarcely ſtep beyond his door without expoſing himſelf to a 


heart-ache. The ſtreets of the metropolis every moment 
. _ preſent to the eye the molt afflicting miſery, Is a police, 
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which might prevent theſe iniquities, impoſſible ? At ſeaſt, 
while we ſuffer theſe unchriſtian abominations, let us not talk 
of our Religion. Unfor:unately, they are but too much en- 
couraged by the example of men of high rank, who ought to 
know, better, and who have not, like the proprictors of pub- 
lic vehicles, cceffity, the * s dewlſh plea, to . 
their conduct. 8 


P. 34. If Heav'n Rall 3 Jam aware of beer 
given to the word windicate, in this . a ſenſe in which it 
is not commonly uſed. = 


You hoary pile.] Roche rock, —See note to the poem on 
this ſubject, p. 5. 


P. 44. Far as rich Selendiva's.] The iſland of Ceylon. 
p. 47. In yonder Spot.] The dock-yard. 


P. 48. Haß thou forgot.) The loſs of the Royal George is | 
here alluded to, an event, ſtill freſh in every body's thoughts 
and converſation, when this poem was written, 


P. co. Yon maſſy walls.) Portcheſter caſtle, ſaid, by a 
vulgar tradition, to have been built by Julius Cæſar. The 
war before laſt, it was occupied by French priſoners; and on 
another more melancholy occaſion it is applied to the ſame 
purpoſe. | 


P. 52. Where yon grey tow'r.] Warblington caſtle, once a 
ſpacious building, of which only a few ruins remain. It had 
formerly ſeven tow'rs ; a part of one has eſcaped the ravages 
of time. 


So periſh all the works.) Gibbon has obſerved with his 
ufual ſpirit, that the monuments of art may be annihilated 


—_ 
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by a ſingle blow, but the immortal mind is renewed and 
: e by the copies of the pen.“ This ſentiment, on 
which an epigram of Agathias} is founded, has been” & wal as 
my by J ulis MickleQ. 


r. TY Two Herilands]. Hayling and Thorney, finaſl : 


iſlands adjoining the coaſt 
Hog 54. Proud San lead rears.} 'Fhe ſeat of Mr. Barwell. 


Gaqdhpod's 5 airy ite] The ſeat of the Duke of Rich- 
mond. 


p. $5. Bug chichy thoſe] The idea of this paragraph was 
ss ed bx a paſſage 1 1p Cowper's $ Retirement. 5 


1 3. That terrific vale.] Nant-berris, which preſents 
the wildeſt and moſt awful ſcenery. 


Jud Glyger's s rocky . furmit.] Glyder Var or the great 
Slyder, a ſingular mountain, particularly diſtinguiſhed 0 the 


circumſtances here mentioned. 


Dalbagern's lian 4b .] An angient fortreſs, which 
Lene zn igtereſting object in this grand and terrible e picture. 


Yet Megai.] The river, which ſeparates the iſland of 
Angleſey fram the main land. | „„ 
Vece the potript's tears, 


Who ip ſhall ayenge thy cauſe, thou 1 wk Pele, 
op that fel ſhe-wolf of of the North ? | 


See an excellent poem in the Gentleman's Magazine, I 


peliexe of laſt year, called Wen eat. 1 would 0 
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the higheſt injuſt ice to quote the author without acknowledg- 
ing his taſte and abilities. His kill in blank verſe is great, 
and his manly ſentiments do honour to his heart. 


P. 66. The Giant's craggy chair.) The mountain Cader 
Idris, or the chair of Idris, a famous G.ant in the fabulous 
Hiſtory of Wales. 
Or Glaſlyn's cli. 1 The ſublime and terrible paſs of Pont- 
Aberglaſlyn. 


Feftinirg's Bliſsful bow'rs.] The delicious vale of Tan y 
Bwilch. 


Cairnarvon' s beauteous toæu *re.] Carnarvon caſtle, built by 
Eiward the firſt, and the birth-place of his vile ſucceſſor, 
| affords a moſt ſtrikiag ard beautiful ſpecimen of Gothic Ar- 


chitecture. 5 i 


Yafa tall.) The bigheſt point of Snowdon. By poetical 
licenſe, I have accommodated the word to an Engliſh eye. 


Perhaps of Rhudlon's.) In this place, where are now to 
be ſen the remains of a caſtle built by Henry II. the Welch 
ſuſtained a ſignal defeat from the Engliſh : on which occaſion 

a famous piece of muſic, here alluded to, is ſaid to have been 
compoſed, It is a favourite tune with the natives, and on the 
harp has a ſtriking and ſolemn effect. To me it conveys an 
intereſting mixture of pathetic and magnanimous ideas; wwe 
are overcome by the tyrant, our country is oppreſſed; but Te 

aiſcarn his power, and our high ſpirit ſhall never be broken. 


P. 63, The flight of Erminia.] This is a pleaſing paſtoral 
Epiſode, which, with other parts of Taſſo, I tranſlated, as an 
exerciſe, when I was learning Italian. 


P. 70. So the fell rage.] Would to God there were more 
Truth in this obſervation of Taſſo, and 


7 
/ 
ir 


4 
[ 135 ) 


That they, who make the cauſe, ks taſte th' effect, | 


And drink themſelyes the bitter cup they. mix. . 


But alas 1 


That undiſtin ini and deathful ſtorm 

Beats heavieſt on th' expoſed innocent; 
And they that ſtir its fury, while it raves, 
Stand at ſafe diſtance, - een 


In the poem, which contains theſe verſes, we have ſirl& 
truth CORTOYGHIM maſonry —_—_ 


P. 75. From the fixteenth Canto. J In this Came Taſſo diſ- 


plays an exquiſite vein of poetry, and ſometimes he riſes to a 


very great pitch of ſublimity. Some ſtanzas are the perfection 
of ſonorous verſification. But in Nature and Manners he is 
far inferior to Virgil in his fourth Eneid, whom * partly 


imitates. 


P. 59. Tran/lation from Klopflock.) K lopſtock would more 
properly be tranſlated into blank verſe. The flights of this 
poet are often truly ſublime z and yet Germany cannot boaſt 
in him a Milton. We do not find in him, as in the Engliſh 
bard, the great and manly taſte of the ancients, I muſt ob. 
ſerve, that, in the choice of his ſubject, he has ſhewn much 


more religion than judgement. 


P. go. In the ſame myrtle Hades. It was not « neceſſary, that | 


this ſhould be underſtood in a ſtrict ſenſe; yet it will perhaps 


admit of ſuch. Virgil reſided ſeveral years at Naples, as the 


writer of his Life informs us; for I do not appeal to the 
concluſion of the Georgics, which, as the good taſte of Dr. 
Warton has pointed out, are moſt probably ſpurious. Con- 


cerning the birth place of Taſſo, there has been as violent a 


diſpiite, as concerning that of Homer. In his works he ſ' « 
veral times call; himſelf a Neapolitan, a name not confined to 


thoſe who are born in the city; and it ſcems to the moſt 
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ts 
pröbabie accoint, chat He Was DH dt Sörrebko, bouts hen 
miles from Naptes. He Teffded, I Þatieve, büt Uſe iu his 
native country. In a pathetic Sonnet he deſcribes himſelf 
returning thither in his later years. | 

Egro e canuto Ale native F366; Et. 

The love-lorn maid.] Erminia.— Sve P. 68. 

P. 91. Aud n ô D n. 5 

Petrarch has deſcribed this circumſtance i in a beautiful and 
expreſſive line; 6 

3 [Pore n rotte aal ee Tonde. 

P. 96. Ti Per lle 2007 . 
: S 


And o'er the dark her tives mantle threw.. 
Milton. 


P. 98. 0 Friend] This is an Inhitatid of hr onal; foanee 
of Petrarch, which n very ebegant. 


P. 99. 'Tis fees.! 1 mitated from the — VE of 
Lueretius. Suave mari magne, &c. : 


P. 102. Penſhurſt.] This ancient ſeat Ras been fone Us 
ufiintabited. It is the fubject of eie of Mrs. Chatlotte Smiths 
benutiful ſonnets, a writer, Whoſe pe poetry di plays t true 1 Zeniüs, 
and in whoſe proſe-works * we find an uhEoimmon tiappinefs of 
deferiprioh, an intimate knowledge of Tife and cfiaracter, df 
manners HA the Reärt, a ſtrong philo{ophical undefftanding, 
and the bemntivs vf n Vigorous, ffuent, and palillied Kyle, | 


— * With of rhe ullann Str Pur Sidney. 
dd Ir, hv #04] Aﬀticod Siditey, 
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P. 88. Yorke Aber repifing:] Flow exqvitcy 3 + tn. 
ecru an KA expired by Taſſo ! 114 2 


e © lafeis > weſt. 


2 aure foave della vita 2 1 giorni 2 


Della tenera etã lieti, 6d adorn, FE} 
* * ft. *. 5 


5 14. Wld in the Films NH a Honadtery. : : | 5 1 ö 


. 115.4 Whether ſad Paulo's love.] See the concluſion of 
the fifth canto of Dante's Inferno; a rare and inimitable 
ſpecimen of happy genius 


Or he whoſe tomb.] Merlin. See Arioſto. 
Or Iſabella's Shade,] | 
Vatene in pace alma beata e bella, 


Vatene in pace alla ſuperna ſede, 
E laſcia a noi Veſempio di tua fede. 


A moſt beautiful coneluſion of a moſt beautiful ſtory ! 
of Armid's ifle, &c.] See Tao 


Or flon by Ferras.] An alluſion to a whimſical ſtory in 
the Ricciardetto of the facetious Arch-biſhop Fortiguerra. 


Or whether on a cliſf's.] Klopſtock's Meſſias, Geſang * 


P. 118. Ifchiu.] The river near Wincheſter. The build- 


ings, ſeverally mentioned, are the Cathedral, * Sen 
and St, Croſs Hoſpital. 


| Low'd Hill.] Catharine hill. 


P. 120. Far from theſe ſmiling ties. ] Poiche ſilieti prati, &c, 
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P. 124. Li- boding bird.] The Cuckow. See the firſt Sonnet 
of Milton, a beautiful poem, which the ſtiff unpoetical taſte 
of Dr. Johnſon has not even included in his niggard character 
of only not bad. Nothing was leſs within the reach of John 
fon's vigorous mind, than thoſe more exquiſite beauties of 
Poetry, which require a ſuperior delicacy of taſte. 


. oy 5. Mild orb of ev ning. J. Written at the foot of 
don. 


